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BIRTH TO PUBERTY 
(2006-2017) 


Our journey begins here. In what is perpetually renowned to those who have chosen to 
acknowledge my mostly indifferent being, my likeness (or taint depending on how you opt between my 
morals and social characteristics) first saw the world at 10:07 AM on May 30, 2006, in the city of 
Owosso, which in turn is inside Shiawassee County, Michigan. 

Prior to my birth, my mother had suffered a miscarriage on Memorial Day of 2005, which was 
exactly one year prior to my birth. That means I was a rainbow baby. 

There were complications amidst my birthing process. The most prominent of these 
complications was the painful truth that the doctors told my mother shortly before I first saw the 
world. They notified her that she had suffered a dilation error. Her cervix had not opened fully and to 
continue birthing me the traditional way was unsafe. A C-section was NOT required but was 
recommended by the doctors. My mother rejected the doctor's advice out of determination and sheer 
will. 

As I was a full-term baby weighing 7 lb and 4 oz, the event of my birth was likely one of the 
most painful occurrences in my mother's life. 

Immediately following my birth my skull was very bruised from the tedious birth 
complications that me and my mother both suffered through for an agonizing Tuesday morning. I get 
the privilege of not remembering any of it, but my poor mother does not. 

Preceding my birth, my parents thought of the name “Zachary Alexander Combs”. Obviously, 
“Combs” was my father's surname, but in the case of my full name and middle name, I am unsure of 
where these names originate from. The most I can gather is that my parents thought the names were 
cute. 

Initially my parents were going to name me “Zachariah”, but they decided against it because 
they feared the name bore too much resemblance to feminine names such as “Mariah”. Personally, I 
think their fears were not justified as the name actually would have been poetic back when I was good 
friends with ‘Jeremiah Bradshaw’ between the ages of 9 and 11. 

When I look back upon my birth, I think about how much of a coincidence it would have been 
had I been born the day prior on Monday, May 29. That day was Memorial Day, and I was born at 
Memorial Healthcare. While it does not matter all too much, it would have been a cool coincidence 


regardless. 
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Speaking of Memorial Healthcare, that was the exact same hospital my dad and 2 of my 
brothers were born at. To better understand my upbringing, I will further explore the subject of my 
parents. 

My mother was born on September 19, 1981, as the first born to a sixteen-year-old girl, known 
to me as my grandmother. My family and I commonly call her JoJo (real name, Joanne Parcher, born 
April 19, 1965). 

Her biological father was not in the picture during her childhood. Michael Boyd Whitaker (born 
January 5, 1963) bore about 4 children with JoJo. He currently resides in Elsie and besides from that, 
our family knows nothing else about him. 

According to my mother, she claims that her fatherly figure was "Gregory Parcher". JoJo and Greg got 
married and had children of their own. The eldest being Melissa (born May 2, 1989). 

In the early stages of her childhood, she displayed troubling behaviors such as this time she gutted her 
half-sister's cat posthumously before hanging the cat from a tree and using it like a puppet for her own 
amusement. 

She lived her entire life in the village of Ashley here in Gratiot County. As one could have 
probably figured, she was educated in the small village. My mom was a role model student and she 
graduated with a 4.0 GPA with the class of 2000. 

My mom was held back in first grade which is why she did not graduate with the class of 1999. 
The reason was because my mom had issues with controlling her anger. The exact same teacher held 
my mother back in 1987, also held my mother's first born, “Bradley Cullen Combs’ back in 2008 for 
the exact same reason. 

Ashley schools is likely the main contributor to why my parents decided to move away. My 
mom was not a big fan of the schooling in the small village of Ashley. 

After high school, she studied at Alma College and earned an associate degree in the study of 
‘Early Childhood Education’. She dropped out in 2002 shortly following the birth of her first child 
(Bradley). As far as I am aware, my mother was unable to do anything with her degree. I figure that 
teaching very young children is not a very well-paying job (which is strange because education is by far 
one of the most important aspects of our life), but it is still strange that she went to school for 2 years 
just to do nothing with her education. I do not know if she had paid to enter Alma College but with 
her high school grades, I would assume not so the only true loss here was the time it took to get where 
she did. 

My mother would get a job taking care of the frail at a nursing home in Ashley that same year. 
She worked here for 19 years before her position was terminated in July 2021 after the nursing home 


she worked at was purchased by Jewish entrepreneurs. What has become of this nursing home, is 
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beyond my concern. I know my mother was offered 10$ an hour to be rehired into her position, but 
she refused as that was much less than her original wage. 

My mom currently (as of January 2023) works as a custodian for Breckenridge Community 
Schools. How she feels about her position is not known to me, but it is definitely not a job I would ever 
want to take on. I despise the idea of having to actually clean up after others. She gets paid to do it, so I 
cannot really judge because I know damn well that we would all do something we hate for a price. 

Speaking of Breckenridge, our family moved to Lafayette Township away from my mom’s 
extensive family down in Ashley back in mid-2009. The move brought us close to Breckenridge and 
thus, my family switched schools from Ashley Community Schools to Breckenridge Community 
Schools. I was never enrolled in Ashley Community Schools at any point, but my eldest brother has 
been on the other hand. 

My mother and father are very stark in contrast. 

My father was born on October 5, 1980, and he was the youngest of 6, all males. The fact that 
they were all males actually played against them greatly (I will elaborate). 

My dad was born into a poverty-stricken household of vagrants. His mother was a devout 
Christian and would pressure her children into worshiping Christ. His father was a polygamist and 
had another family which my grandfather was much more fond of as his family with my grandma was 
not satisfactory. 

My grandpa actually had tons of money, but he refused to spend any of it on my dad and his 
brothers. Due to this, my dad's family moved all around the state of Michigan in search of work. He 
and his brothers had to live off welfare, eat at soup kitchens, and survive the violent streets. My dad 
survived obviously but he still has an old mark from an incident where a teen stabbed him with a lead 
pencil in Church. From his account of the story, he later beat the teen up. 

My father might have exaggerated a thing or two about the violence committed by teens, but 
from his stories, it all sounded as if teens jumping each other was just another day for bystanders. 

His father contributed to the violence by paying other children to attack his own children. 
This meant my dad had to learn how to fight. 

My dad practiced martial arts, primarily Scholastic Wrestling but he also practiced Taekwondo. 
According to my father, he was actually quite good at wrestling (I am unsure of how well he did in 
Taekwondo). It should be noted that in most circumstances, my dad is not a reliable source of 
information. 

In addition to having an interest in martial arts, my dad was also a big pro-wrestling fan while 


growing up. He was still a fan well into the PG-era of Wrestling, well after McMahon monopolized the 
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wrestling industry in the early 2000s. His favorite wrestler is “Ravishing Rick Rude’, a notorious heel 
from the late 1980s to late 1990s. My dad was actually such a huge fan of pro-wrestling that he joked 
that he used to be the professional wrestler “Sharkboy”, a jobber and Steve Austin clone who worked 
primarily for TNA back in the early 2000s. 

I actually believed this for a long time. I did not draw the conclusion that it was not him until 
2019. So for the most part, I believed my dad was a retired professional wrestler which was far from the 
truth. My dad has hardly ever worked a real job during his life. This probably was not a good influence 
to me as a young child because my parents were almost totally flipped when it came to expected gender 
norms. My mom drove the car and worked to support her family. My dad could drive but only in rare 
circumstances did he and he only worked around the house. 

But about my father’s childhood, with my dad growing up in such a violent environment, he 
began engaging in bad behaviors and somewhat-illegal activities. In the 10th grade, my dad was 
expelled for wielding a knife on school grounds. If you met my father, you would not believe this story. 
Now if you looked at his tattoos without any more context than that, you might. Since he was a 
teenager, he has had “Thugs life” tattooed across his chest and has “Makaveli” along with a cross 
tattooed on his right arm. 

Despite having not got his diploma, he still is much more educated than his 5 brothers. My dad 
and his brother, Leroy are both the only literate children of my grandmother. How anybody can afford 
to be illiterate is beyond me. We read every single day. You do not have any excuses besides that you 
never went to school, and this is not an excuse my uncles can relate to. They all seriously forgot to read 
after not having to for so long. that is what they told me and if that is true or not depends on whether 
or not you consider them reliable sources. 

My dad initially wanted to be a rapper in his early years, but these goals were never achieved. 
My dad has had little work experience throughout his entire life. He has had so few that I honestly 
cannot even name one he had worked. 

In 2015, my dad was diagnosed with Crohn's disease and was preparing to die in 2017, but he 
miraculously lived. 

My parents met in 1998 through similar friends. They had been dating since September 12, 
1998. They never married each other, with both citing such an event as “pointless” and also “restricting 
to your partner”. I do not believe either of them thought they would ever last as long as they have based 
on the fact that they paved the way for them to break-up easily and not have to go through divorce 
papers and legal stuff like that. 

On March 2, 2002, my two young parents (20 and 21) had their first child, a baby boy named 
“Bradley Cullen Combs”. 
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They then had me in 2006. 

They would have 3 more children, ‘Daniel Allen Combs’ (born June 9, 2008), ‘Emily Marie 
Combs’ (born December 28, 2009), and ‘Shawn Michael Combs’ (born December 3, 2011). 

The middle name of the middle brother, Shawn comes straight from my uncle, Michael Allen 
Boyd Whitaker. It is a necronym as 3 years prior to his birth, Michael mortally wounded himself with a 
shot to the face at the young age of 24 on November 21, 2008. He died 2 days later. 3 days after my 
mother’s younger brother died to his own hand, was his funeral. During the funeral, I accidentally 
slipped and hit my head on Michael’s tombstone. This resulted in a permanent scar near my right eye. 

Michael’s suicide is also a reason to why my mom will not let me have firearms. While there 
were exceptions, she still does not allow me to have anything more than a .22 caliber rifle. This really 
sucks for me because I am a big gun fan. My dad appeared to be somewhat of a fan during his younger 
years himself. He owned a .380 and a 9mm in his early 20s but both of them were sold because my 
mother did not want her children to grow up in a house with easily concealable weapons such as 
handguns. I can understand her fears somewhat. The killing of Kayla Rolland in 2000 and the 
Columbine High School massacre of 1999 were both still recent events at the time. I am not saying I 
agree however, just that I can understand why such fears exist. 

We used to ritualistically celebrate Michael’s birthday (every July 11) by writing messages to 
Michael on balloons (the amount always being the age he would have turned if he was still alive) and 
letting them fly up into the sky. Sometimes we even all shared a coke with his name on it. We have not 
done this since either 2019. However, we still have a lot of things to remember him with. We have a 
memorial in our front yard for him, we have his old video games, and we have pictures of him on our 
wall in the Dining room. There were other special things to commemorate him, like the time we picked 
out a coca cola with his name on it and all collectively drank most of it before leaving it at his 
gravestone. 

We used to have his silver car (I do not know the brand). My mom sold that for scrap back in 
2019 due to our tight funds back in that year. 

It was actually quite annoying that she did that because my siblings and I used to play a game 
that blended elements of tag and hide and go seek with it. It was one of the few ways my siblings and I 
were able to relate. The rules were a little like this, there were 2 seekers who counted to 20 with their 
views obstructed while on top of Michael’s car (which was in the backyard by the way). The hiders 
would hide during the countdown. The only rules of where you cannot hide included anywhere that 
was “too close to the car”, in the house, and anywhere in the front yard. When a hider is tagged (there 


are no rules against being seen), they lose unless they make it onto the vehicle (just touching it did 
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nothing, you HAD to get onto the vehicle). If every hider made it onto the car, the seeker would have 
to be a seeker again; but if the seekers tagged just one person, the seeker who made the tag was now a 
hider and that hider is now a seeker. You can pretty much assume how the rest of the rules work from 
this information alone. 

I was particularly fast compared to my family, so I was actually quite good at the game. I am 
unsure of who crafted the rules of the game but is most likely my oldest brother back sometime around 
2013. After the car was sold, we tried using a trampoline as the car instead. It worked and was fun, but 
it was not the original game and for that reason, it is dislikable. 

Enough about Michael though and more about my home life. 

Our family lived on East Grant Road near Ashley Michigan from before I was born until I was 
three years old. 

We lived right next to my grandma on my mother's side (JoJo) and if you went one house down 
from her place, you would be at my great grandparent’s (JoJo's mother and father's) house which was 
also their scrapyard. They sold automobile parts and had been doing so since 1964. It was named 
“Town & Country Auto Salvage”. The status of the business is Enigma as both Virginia Sylvia Moore 
(great-grandma) and Richard “Red” Allen Moore (great-grandpa) are now both deceased. 

I recall being especially fond of my grandma JoJo. I very vividly remember this time, sometime 
in the first grade when I was feeling very sick before school, I went over to her house for her to nurture 
me. I missed three days of school staying there. I remember getting addicted to playing “Lego Star 
Wars: the video game” on her PlayStation 2. Whenever I was at our house, I would try to play more of 
that game. Sadly though, sometime in the mid-2010s, our family became estranged to JoJo due to her 
association with an older guy who was in a relationship with a younger girl. We never saw her again 
until December of 2020. 

Now, I recall very little of our years in Ashley. That is expected of course, we did only stay there 
during the first 3 years of my life. My only memory from when we lived in Ashley was when I poked a 
candle with my finger and (unsurprisingly) got burnt. Despite obviously occurring before when I 
gained self-awareness, me gaining self-awareness is still commonly misattributed to me as my ‘first 
memory’. 

Sometime in 2009, our family made the choice to move to Lafayette Township, a 36 square 
mile remote (population less than 700) area located near the small village of Breckenridge which was 
twice as populous as Ashley but still quite small regardless. Breckenridge to me is my hometown. It is 


the place I relate to the most as I have spent my entire life (as of October 2022) residing here. 
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Here in this very home in Lafayette, my sister and brother Shawn were both born, and their 
births have taken place in our bathtub (which we no longer possess and have sold back in 2020 when 
we decided to renovate our bathroom). 

In May of 2010, I began suffering serious medical problems. I was suffering from an unknown 
illness that was slowly eating away at my ability to move. I was taken to a hospital, but the doctors 
believed my symptoms were just in my head. This did not deter my parents however and as my 
symptoms worsened to the point where I almost was entirely quadriplegic, they took me to another 
hospital. Unlike the first, they took me seriously and were able to identify this illness as an extremely 
rare (not even double digits in terms of infections) illness affecting small children here in the states. 
Symptoms include weakening in the muscles (which affected my ability to walk to the point that I 
could not even stand up), extreme pain everywhere in the body, and blood in urine. 

I was in hospital for 2 continuous weeks, from May until sometime in June. This means that I 
turned 4 years old while in hospital and it is the earliest birthday I remember. 

My 4th birthday was so awkward and creepy. I was wheeled through the halls with people in 
costumes of characters from Alvin the Chipmunks. Sounds like a good idea on paper, but it horrified 
me. I just remember feeling violated in some kind of way. 

This whole experience was horrifying for me, and it is unsurprising as being freshly 4 years old 
and suffering from an illness that was eating away at me like that one, is nothing short of petrifying. 

This illness is so rare and unknown that I have no clue if I am actually cured of it and my 
complications of having it were just suppressed to a degree that I could not even recognize, or if it will 
resurface later in my life. I doubt I still have it, but the possibility is still there. Attempting to research 
this illness is pointless because you will never find accurate results. It is possible that this incident 
contributed to my antisociality and distrust for strangers in Elementary School, but that is unproven 
and simply not able to be proven. It is nothing more than a speculation. 

My schooling started at Breckenridge Elementary School in August 2011. I only vaguely 
remember my first day of school. I remember that my mother was pregnant with her final child, and I 
remember how I would play by myself while listening to what my mother was saying to my educator, 
Mrs. Stone. My dad was a much more introverted person and while I do not doubt that he had said 
anything to Mrs. Stone, I am willing to bet that it was not anything special when they did speak. 

Mrs. Stone was a nice middle-aged woman from my memory. While I wonder what it would 
have been like if she was teaching high schoolers instead, I still think she did best fit in as a primary 


education teacher for kindergarten. 


The Autobiography of Zachary Alexander Combs 8 


That does not exactly mean much however, as I recall how my music teacher, Mrs. Loysale was 
on the first day of middle school to me. 

I recall next to nothing in my first 4 years of Elementary school, but I do remember that I was 
VERY quiet during my time as an Elementary school student. It was so bad, and I would make next to 
no friends. 

It is a time period best summed up by a lack of social activity. While I did not lack the ability to 
socialize, I did lack the ability to effectively make friends. I did not understand why I needed friends. 

I made my first friend in first grade. His name was Dominic Gross. Gross legally changed his 
surname to “Burton” in 2018, but I still refer to him as “Dominic Gross” because that is what I am 
used to. 

Gross and I had a cold friendship together. There were times I even hated being friends with 
him. He was such a nerd back in the first grade. The only true reason I was friends with him was 
because I needed friends. 

I first recall that I walked in on him while he was defecating in a bathroom directly attached to 
our first-grade classroom and I asked him “How much longer [until you are finished]?” Dominic told 
me an estimate, so I then resumed my classroom activities and waited for him to get out. 

I have no clue who approached who first, but I theorize that Dominic began talking to me 
shortly after that. Like me, Dominic was quiet and socially rejected. However, unlike Dominic, social 
rejection would not continue to be a theme during my life after the events of 2015. At no point in 
Dominic’s life did he become liked by his classmates. 

He and I would hang out during recess time, which I actually never looked forward to. In a 
way, I felt that Dominic was just using me for his own gain. I felt like a toy to him. I still remember 
some of those things we did as “friends”. He basically dragged me into whatever the hell he was into. I 
vividly remember that me and him were basically the uncool kids that nobody would ever touch. 
During recess, if I recall correctly, we would pretend to play Pokémon together. It is made worse that 
when I was 6 years old, I had no clue what Pokémon actually were, and I never had any Pokémon cards 
until I was in either 3rd or 4th grade. This pretty much meant that we had trouble being friends 
together. We were not deterred, but if I learned anything about Dominic, he was always weird. 

He and I were solid friends until sometime in middle school. I would say sometime around 6th 
grade was when me and him began to separate and it got even worse in 7th grade because we were 
actually becoming enemies around that time. He was still in my “friend group” until at least 9th grade 
when I decided to get closer to my other friends which are currently (as of October 2022) still my close 


friends. 
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In January 2013, I remember this time I stayed at my aunt’s house waiting for my parents to 
pick me up after my older brother participated in a Scholastic wrestling tournament. I asked my dad if I 
could do the exact same thing and it became official, I was gonna start practicing Scholastic wrestling. I 
began wrestling for my school, the Breckenridge Huskies. 

I was only interested in scholastic wrestling because to me, it was the closest you could get to 
professional wrestling as an adolescent. My family was deeply into professional wrestling around the 
early 2010s. Like every other boy into WWE, I was obsessed with being like my then-idol, John Cena. 

Like many other young early-2010s fans, I slowly began to grow out of it as the years flew by. I 
grew out of Professional Wrestling for the most part as the show began to get less interesting in 2020. I 
will elaborate when we get around to 2020. 

For much of childhood, I dreamed about becoming a professional wrestler. I wanted to follow 
my dreams but sometime in middle school, I ended up getting hit with the reality that this was unlikely 
and more likely than not, something I would not enjoy. My dreams of becoming a professional wrestler 
were completely gone by 8th grade. 

But about Scholastic Wrestling, I was not particularly good at it. In fact, for the first 3 years of 
wrestling, I pretty much lost every single match because I was afraid of hurting my opponent. My fear 
of hurting the opponent was too much for me to bear and thus, I could not wrestle to the best of my 
ability. It goes without saying, but being afraid of hurting your opponent is definitely not a healthy 
mentality to adapt in a match let alone during your entire wrestling season. 

It was not until probably 2015 or 2016 when I actually started to get better at it and the 
concept of hurting people started to become more natural to me. It happened when I got a little bit of 
tough love from my father. He confessed to me that he was embarrassed with how poor I wrestled and 
knew that I was mentally weak. I was too friendly to wrestle, but when my dad caught on and told me 
that he was ashamed of me, I broke. I decided that I need to shine in honor of my father, and it truly 
did work. 

When I was better, I had a go-to-move that next to nobody could counter. The move was the 
body throw into a headlock. When I got someone in a headlock, they were not getting out, they were 
getting pinned. My dad actually told me to abandon the move by the time the 2016-2017 wrestling 
season rolled around and while I did not do the worst I could, I definitely was impacted majorly by not 
being able to use my overly powered move. My dad later dropped the ban, on the move but it was kind 
of late and I had a little too many loses under my belt, and I was physically developing rather slowly. By 


that, I mean I was not building enough muscle and my lack of strength played against me. 
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I can understand why being repetitive with my move set is not a good idea, but it actually did 
work and thus, it seemed only logical I was repetitive. I have only ever got first place at three different 
tournaments during my life. The first two were both in Chippewa Hills (the first I recall from February 
2016; the other I do not recall) and the third was at Alma College in February 2020. 

Throughout my schooling in Elementary school, I participated in a Christian youth program 
at our school. Basically, every month on a Friday we would get taken to “Breckenridge United 
Methodist Church’. I recall our pastor quite well; he was a funny old white guy named “Bob”. He had 
a sense of humor and a fun way of preaching Christianity to young children. During the program, we 
would be taught basic Christian morals among other things out of the bible. Bob used a slideshow 
during his demonstrations which helped. I only vaguely recall the things he taught, but this program 
began at the start of the school day and we would be back shortly before lunch break would start. We 
would have games at the end of the day and we were only allowed to participate if we answered a 
correct question about the scriptures. I was too nervous to ever participate in the games, but I think I 
might have once or twice. I always looked forward to the class and I credit this class with helping me 
throw away bad habits of mine, such as when I used to steal. 

I genuinely do miss Bob and the Christian Youth program, and it is a shame it all ended during 
the transition from Elementary to Middle School. It ended all too fast and far too soon. I loved this 
program and the mark on me can still be felt. I am still a Christian and it would take a lot to change 
that. I cannot think of anything that could so thank God this program worked out for me because my 
faith definitely helped me through some harsh times. 

Nothing remarkable really occurred during my time in 2nd grade, but I know that in this 
grade, we were taught penmanship. My memory is not the greatest, but I felt as if I did the worst out of 
my class.) My penmanship was nothing short of pure garbage. However, in 2021, I received 
compliments for it from 2 different teachers at my school which was surprising. 

While it is difficult to say why my penmanship was garbage, I do know a few factors that may 
have caused it. For the most part, it is probably genetically inherited through my father. His 
penmanship is not exactly “bad”, but it is not good. Mine, I would say, is better than his. My mother 
on the other hand has really nice handwriting and few could possibly compete. I seriously mean that. I 
wish my handwriting was even a tenth as good as hers. 

My handwriting bears much resemblance to the handwriting of my father now that I am a bit 
older. It has improved since 2nd grade, but it is still fairly bad. My dad however believes that I have the 
best handwriting out of my brothers. I cannot say I write better than my sister of course, but I will 


agree with him that I have the best handwriting out of the males in my household. 
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Another little habit I had in 2nd grade was that during Recess time, I spent time by myself 
play-fighting with the air. I had a little space against the school wall that belonged just to me and I 
would pretend I was a professional wrestler fighting against an opponent. Being I had few friends back 
then, I never had anybody who pretended to fight with me. Dominic would not ever play with me. It 
annoyed me that we both had very alienated interests, but I accepted it for what it was. 

This play-fighting by myself habit continued for many years. The last time I ever did this was in 
4th grade when some Sth graders mocked me for it. That was when I finally grasped the reality of how 
weird it was to play like that with no friends. 

Another habit I had during recess time is the number of times I would pretend to die just for 
people to notice me. I was dying for attention (no pun intended) but had the weirdest way of trying to 
get it. It was just the way I did things as a silly little boy. 

A notable experience from 2nd grade was when I got my first dog on October 28, 2013. Her 
name was “Molly” and she was a mixed breed dog, one of those breeds being Pitbull. That is about as 
much as I know about Molly, I honestly do not recall her very much with the exception of the time 
before she died. I would grow an emotional bond with her, stronger than the bonds the rest of my 
family did with her. 

After a couple more slow and boring years in Elementary School, we finally arrived at the years 
of 3rd grade (2014-2015). Around this time, I met a young boy my age named “Jadon Mayer”. While I 
admit that our future friendship in High School is unremarkable, I do recall that in 3rd grade, I hada 
very warped sense of what a romantic relationship was. 

Basically, I was mocking Jadon during class for my amusement. During this time, Mayer was 
much ruder. I remember making paper signs that I would use to mock Jadon. Then I saw a girl named 
“Mariah LaClair” who smiled at my shenanigans. My dad would constantly ask me if I had a girlfriend 
by that point, and my brothers would constantly accuse me of being a homosexual for not having got 
into a relationship by this point. I always thought it was strange, I was only 8 years old in 2014, and I 
kept getting asked about romance and being accused of being gay for not having achieved any romance 
in any sense of the word. This was nearly 3 years before I would hit puberty. Point is, I misinterpreted 
this very mild interaction of kindness as her wanting to be in a relationship with me. I never talked to 
her or anything, I just assumed she was my girlfriend and told my dad as soon as he would ask me while 
I was home. However, when I was too shy to make any advances towards actually achieving a 
relationship with her, it crystallized to me that me and her were not in a relationship. I just started lying 


about it by this point. 
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I would claim that she is my girlfriend to my family exclusively, while keeping quiet about it to 
the rest of my school. I would lie about this until the end of 7th grade, where I made up a bogus story 
about her breaking up with me a couple weeks prior. I timed it for the end of 7th grade because my 
brother Daniel was gonna be coming into Middle School next year. I had to develop a story to save me 
from being humiliated because Daniel is the kind of person who would directly talk to her about being 
my so-called “girlfriend”. 

It does annoy me a little to think that I had to lie about a fake relationship for 3 and a half years 
just because my family could not grasp the fact that I was EIGHT and had no girlfriend. I feel like my 
family targeted me unfairly, which is ridiculous when you factor in that my younger brother, Daniel 
kissed me on the lips twice when he was younger. It was always so disgusting, and I remember how he 
would laugh at me while I kick the shit out of him over that. 

I admit that when I was younger, I used to actually skip everywhere. I do not know when this 
started, but I would commonly skip from class to class which was admittedly, somewhat feminine of 
me. Again though, I was a young boy, there is not any excuse to accuse a mildly feminine 8-year-old of 
being gay. I might have taken them a little bit too seriously, but it still does not change anything. 

Contrary to how my family behaved about me having no girlfriend before even reaching 
double digits of age, my parents (mostly just my dad) were upset when they learned that my sister was 
considering dating a guy who was a grade above her while she was in 6th grade. I have no clue why my 
family as a whole made such a big deal about it, but I think the reason that I felt I had to do that hada 
lot to do with how I used to be much more immature (I was only 8 years old after all). Being called 
“gay”, especially as an 8-year-old, is a much more offensive insult than the same insult after having 
grown up a little. 

With this said, there was no doubt in my mind that I was bound to be exclusively heterosexual 
from a young age. I knew that from heteronormative films I watched. I actually was somewhat 
oblivious to the existence of homosexuality. I wish I could be so lucky now; ignorance truly is a bliss. 

I was a big fan of the 1980’s film “The Fox and The Hound" while I was very young. I am 
surprised I did not become a furry from this film alone. Basically, I was obsessed with the feminine 
nature of the fox “Vixey” from the film. I would rewatch the entire film JUST to see the ending where 
Vixey and Tod sit on the hill in the night looking down on Tod’s former home. I am serious, I was 
quite literally obsessed with this film due to the hetero-romanticism on display during the ending 
scene. 

Obviously, romanticism and sexuality are not the same thing. While closely related, they are 
definitely NOT the same. Heterosexual children do not technically exist in much the same way 


homosexual children do not exist, but heteroromantic children do in fact, exist. Due to the 
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heteronormative nature of the world that deserves much praise for allowing more than 95% of children 
to not experience any confusion during the onset of puberty, most children will know what 
orientation they are early on. The confusion is only in homosexuals, while it may be unfortunate for 
them, it is better than having more than 95% of soon-to-be heterosexual children think they are 
homosexuals when those raging hormones take place. 

My experiences in 4th grade are commonly cited to me as my favorite time to be alive. The 
main reason is because in 4th grade was when I finally got out of my shell and started making friends. 
The story of how it happened is nothing short of surprisingly stupid. It is almost humorous how 
dumb it was, but it is 100% factual. 

It all started when “Jeremiah Bradshaw” was being a dick to me. He was a straight up bully and 
I never liked him in the slightest, but that all changed in just one gesture he requested of me. 

“Give me that ball.” he vigorously requested. 

We were playing dodgeball in gym class. As you may have guessed, we were on the exact same 
team together and I was holding onto a ball at that very moment. He wanted my ball because I did not 
throw it by this point. My brain is stupid sometimes, and I actually did not really think at all and I just 
gave him it. 

I will never forget that feeling. I just helped this bully who would relentlessly mock me. It felt 
like an hour passed from when I tossed him that ball from a few yards away until he finally caught it. 
My heart skipped a beat when it reached his hands, and my face looked down in shame. I have just 
helped out a guy who bullies me. He began to speak. 

“Thanks Zach” he started out by saying. He then told me that he was wrong about what he 
had been doing. He thought he had misjudged me. What I first thought was a huge mistake came to be 
my saving grace. It is without a doubt, a really dumb way to start a friendship but it is not like 
friendship is a simple thing and neither does there exist a book that constructs the act into a much 
more defined structure. In other words, it does not matter how you make a friend because ultimately, a 
friendship is a friendship. 

From there, he and I began to pursue much more friendly interactions. He treated me like a 
human being for once and more than just that, he also treated me like a really good friend. Remarkably, 
we shared the same classroom, Mrs. Graham’s room. The combination of Jeremiah’s larger friend 
circle and our lax teacher was one that was built for memory-making that would be recalled for a 
lifetime. 

Michelle Graham was the greatest teacher of them all. She had the best sense of humor and the 


most liberal rules when compared to teachers in the other grades. I admit that Mrs. Stone was a very 
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nice lady, but I do not recall Kindergarten well enough to put her ina better light than Mrs. Graham. 
She is still to this day, regarded as my favorite educator that I have ever had. 

Me and Jeremiah’s friendship was simply us slacking off in Graham’s class for the amusement 
of each other. I still recall doing things like asking to go to the water fountain which was in the same 
room as us, and when I would go, me and Jeremiah would hand each other homemade puzzles we 
made for one another. We made word unscrambles, maze puzzles, those word finding puzzles, etc. 
Anything that worked on paper. We also had a liking for the Diary of a Wimpy Kid books by author 
Jeff Kinney. 

Speaking of old books that I was into during my Elementary school years, I was a very big fan 
of the Captain Underpants books by author Dav Pilkey. I was a nerd for those adventures between 
George Beard, Harold Hutchins, and their principal Mr. Krupp. Nothing beat a good Captain 
Underpants book when I was in the grades of 4-5th. The series was discontinued before I got into it by 
just a few years, which sucked because I have read nearly all of them and wanted more as an Elementary 
school aged child. I do not recall if Jeremiah was into the Captain Underpants series, but it does not 
seem improbable. 

My friendship with Jeremiah is why I sometimes regret that my parents did not go with 
naming me “Zachariah”. Would have been cool, but it is whatever. I honestly prefer the name I have 
now, so I am definitely not complaining. 

Due to Jeremiah’s popularity, I was actually exposed to many different people I have never been 
able to befriend prior to that. At recess time I would spend time with the likes of Logan Hunt and Lyle 
Colthorp. I never grew too close to these students, but I would with a little bit with Lyle Colthorp in 
8th grade. So really, if it was not for Jeremiah, I would have probably not kicked off with being social 
like I did. I do not doubt it would have never happened, but I could not think of too many ways that 
are better than how it happened for me. 

With us slacking off so much, we simply did not turn in enough assignments. However, with it 
being Elementary school, there were no rules against us waiting until the end of the year to do it all. I 
developed this habit and it worked for the most part, but by the time high school rolled around, this 
was not an option anymore. 

On June 7, 2016, I attended a birthday party for my friend, Jeremiah Bradshaw. To date, this is 
the ONLY instance of me ever going to a friend’s house. The party was fun at first, I remember being 
shocked to see people I knew from school topless. It surprised me greatly because it felt like they were 
horribly out of character. The party was fun for the most part, but it was a little bit slow nearing the 
end. The ride home, I reflected on what I had just completed. It felt great knowing that I finally did 


something like that. I always wanted to go to a friend’s house, and I finally now can say I have. Jeremiah 
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had also come to my house a couple times after, but those instances were nothing in comparison to the 
fun that was had on his birthday in 2016. 

5th grade was dull in comparison to 4th grade for me. 

My 5th grade class with Mrs. Rodriguez was nothing special. I do remember that we were 
introduced to many new things during this time frame. One of the most prominent of the things I was 
introduced to, included the usage of binders and the change in how homework is handed in. 

Binders were an easy concept to grasp onto but admittedly, I was fairly lazy and thus, I was 
always unorganized. My stuff inside my binder was all just thrown in there to save me the time of trying 
to organize it. This habit continues to persist with me. Organization is not my strong suit. 

The homework system was actually much more difficult to grasp onto, it took me weeks. I 
could have grasped it sooner if the teacher made it clear to me but she did not. We had to turn our 
pages into a folder rather than just waiting for the teacher to take them from us. This meant that when 
I found out that this was the case, I turned in numerous completed missing assignments. I was not 
fond of this new system, but it makes perfect sense why it switched up now that it is commonplace in 
Middle and High School. However, in High School, it is still quite different. The teachers seem much 
more lazy in High school and allow you to grade your own paper. This is only in certain classes of 
course, but it still happens rather frequently. The homework policy and way we graded papers varied 
heavily among classes. 

I ended up becoming good friends with Cody Schaub who rode my bus back when I was in 
Sth grade. He was 2 grades above me and about 11 months younger than my eldest brother. We used to 
sit next to each other every day. There, we would talk to each other and pretty much just have fun. 

We called our duo “The Bill and Roy Talking Show”. We had one hell of an imagination, we 
liked to think of us as a “talking show”. We grew out of this eventually but it lasted with us in Sth 
grade. The names, “Bill” and “Roy” were just names we gave each other. I called him “Bill Slob” and he 
called me “Roy Joiner” (we left the last names out on purpose). 

Cody was definitely not a very popular person, but to the elementary school aged students, he 
was a celebrity. Whenever he'd get on the bus, the elementary school students would seriously start 
cheering, that is how much they liked him. 

Our friendship was rather complicated in the following years. I would never see him on our bus 
again until 7th grade. He would still be on during my 8th grade year, and he was rarely on during my 
9th grade year. His first job came up my 9th grade year which explains his constant disappearances. We 
would play Among Us together during my 9th grade year. He never rode the bus my 10th grade year 
and he would graduate as class of 2022. 
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I remember that Jeremiah was a big Mortal Kombat fan. He was such a big fan and I realized it 
so much that on February 14, 2016, after getting 1st place at a wrestling tournament (my first ever 
doing so) in Chippewa Hills, I had my parents purchase me either the Sims 3 or Mortal Kombat 9. I 
honestly do not remember, but regardless, it was still around this time when I got Mortal Kombat 9 on 
the Xbox 360. 

We were still using the Xbox 360 until Christmas day of 2016 when we updated to the Xbox 
one (which is such a stupid name for the third Xbox console). 

Another instance of my sexuality taking shape includes when I was in Sth grade. I had a crush 
like most children do. I found this girl named “Isabella Derby” rather cute. People soon found out I 
liked her because I actually did whatever I could to make my attraction to her obvious. I guess I 
watched too many movies because in the real world, I am certain boys do not stare at a girl from afar 
while resting your head on your hand while letting out multiple relief sighs. I remember this time we 
were in the art room and my friend Jeremiah actually decided to take notice and he knew exactly what I 
was doing. “You know, you are not very attractive” he said. 

I will never forget that. He really grabbed my attention there and kinda killed my mood 
because I knew something about what he just said, and it is that he was 100% right. I knew I was not 
attractive, but it did not really stop me. Well, it did for the rest of the class period, and people started 
pointing it out during recess which admittedly, was very annoying. I denied it then. I do not 
understand why honestly, I made it so obvious and then basically just denied it when I was confronted. 
I feel like I missed a chance in a way, but throughout Sth grade, I did not achieve anything really. 

I recall that in Sth grade, my best friend Jeremiah Bradshaw did not want me to hang out with 
certain people, one of those being my future best friend, Ricky Arellano. The reason was because 
Ricky was weird. He hung out with Alex Zortman (now Alex Sweetman) back in Elementary school. 
Their entire sense of humor was sex jokes which after a while, just got repetitive and were very 
unfunny. However, in 6th grade, Jeremiah started to like Ricky more and I took notice. I can elaborate 
further when I have the chance. 

We had a camp in Sth grade as most schools do. It was a fun time I suppose. I did not spend a 
lot of time with Jeremiah, but I did spend a bit of time with Brayden Galehouse. Me and him 
participated in the canoe race together and during the race, we actually got stuck out there and were 
unable to make it back to land. They had to send out another canoe to get us. It was quite a shame 
because me and Brayden spent a fair bit of time practicing for the race. That was pretty much the only 
notable thing that had occurred during 5th grade camp. 

Our sex ed in Sth grade actually fell on my 11th birthday (May 30, 2017). There was an 


embarrassing moment while I was there during snack time when I had to go into the room where the 
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girls were having their class (it was separated by sex into 2 different classrooms) for my snack. It was a 
tragic birthday for my 11 year old mind to say the least. 

The last day of Sth grade was fun. We celebrated everything that we all enjoyed at the 
Elementary school for the entire day. I commonly miscite this as the first time I met Brayden 
Galehouse, but it was something I remembered very early on in our friendship. On the last day of 
school, I made a drawing I was particularly fond of. Galehouse ended up getting his hands on the paper 
and I wanted it back from him, but he started being a dick about it and then tore it partially. I really 
hated him for that, but it is not like we care about that little thing anymore. I reflected upon it within 
him in October 2022 and he actually recalled that, so it is not unlikely he did not care when he did 
that. He might have realized he went overboard with it but even if he did not feel as if he did, it is not 
important because that was ages ago. 

I have always had a big stealing habit up to this point in my life. My worst theft was the time I 
stole Yu-Gi-Oh cards from Nicholas Murdock, my uncle who’s younger than I. I have also stolen 
Pokémon cards from him as well. 

I came really close to getting caught stealing back in 4th grade I believe when I wrote on the 
desk of a student named ‘Elijah Ferrat’ who I did not know. I wrote that he was an ass out of pure 
boredom. On top of it, I took a Rubik’s cube from his desk. When I got called over to go to the 
classroom where I stole his Rubik’s cube and wrote on his desk. I put his cube on the floor where I 
could easily retrieve it after I was asked about what I had done. I was not questioned about the stolen 
Rubik’s Cube, but I did go to RTC over the writing. I never retrieved that Rubik’s cube. 

My friend Brayden Galehouse was even a victim of my stealing, and I had no idea it was him I 
stole from until much later in my life. I took Pokémon cards out of his desk for myself and did not 
know he was the victim of that theft until High School when he talked about his card being stolen. I 
felt guilt at that very moment. 

I felt as if I had the inability to control myself. I believed stealing was wrong and that I would 
go to hell if I continued. In the Summer of 2017, I made a prayer and promised to God that I had 
stolen for my final time earlier that day. That day, I stole a few marbles from my aunt. Nothing more 
was taken than those marbles. 

For the most part, I have kept this promise made to my God. I have never exactly “stolen” 
anything since then. I have accidentally kept a few things from others and never returned them but 
never have I consciously grabbed something that did not belong to me and kept it for myself. 

The last day of Sth grade felt like a celebration for having completed 6 years of schooling, but I 


was also very anxious. I did not know what middle school might have in store for me. Looking back on 
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it, it did feel a little inappropriate to send middle schoolers and high schoolers to the exact same 
building. That was what I was put up to. Breckenridge Community Schools was broken up into a K-5 
school, and a 6-12 school. Most schools are broken up into 3 different schools. This meant that 6th 
graders attended the same school as 12th graders. 

As an 11-year-old kid, tall people scared me. I did not grow out of my fear until High School. 
With such a huge height disparity between 6th and 12th graders, it was only natural I was horribly 
against having to go to school with 12th graders. 

Something that happened around the time school ended was that sometime in June 2017, I 
was made aware that I would have access to the WWE Network. In 2017, this was huge for me. I was 
always a big fan of professional wrestling and when we got that subscription, I was hyped for the 
upcoming summer because we were finally gonna bring Wrestling back into our household after several 
years. 

The first event we watched (our whole family watched it) was the Money in the Bank 
pay-per-view of that year. I was a bit disappointed that the WWE network was limited to the degree 
that you could not watch their weekly broadcasts of Raw and Smackdown respectively; but this did 
not deter me. Our family would watch the Pay-Per-View for every single year until July 2020. 

When 5th grade ended, it was the start of a new era for me. A decline if you will, and while I do 
not point the finger at me going from Primary to Secondary school level education, I do point it at 


something that was equally as inevitable. Puberty. 
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$2¢ 


PUBERTY TO HIGH SCHOOL 
(2017-2020) 


August of 2017 was a time I could not forget. I recall that late one night, I was playing a video 
game on our Xbox One console. That video game was “NHL 16”. I was playing the career mode that I 
enjoyed a fair bit. Admittedly, I was not a big fan of the game. I was not and still am not a Hockey fan, 
but the video game was alright. Definitely not a memorable game. I only now think of what I noticed 
while playing the video game. 

The thing I noticed was that my pubic region had tiny little hairs all over it. My first thought 
was mostly just disgust, but also confusion. I had no clue of what to think about it. My mind knew 
that this was a transition from boyhood to manhood. I did not want to grow up really, but I knew 
exactly what this meant for my penis. It was finally gonna grow from the miniscule pre-puberty size to 
a much bigger thing. Sure, that sounds pleasant on paper and my 11-year-old mind thought about it, 
but in the long run, I was not too sure of what to think about especially when you factor in what my 
friend, Cody told me about when he went through puberty. I had no clue how long this whole thing 
was gonna take, but I wanted it to hurry up so I could see if I hit the lottery when it came to penis size. 

Now Cody told me that in the long run, Puberty sucked and looking back on it, he really was 
not wrong. My mind during puberty (as all minds during Puberty do) kinda started weighing in. What 
can I say, it turned me into a horny little bastard with a very warped sense of how sex works at that 
young of age. I became very anxious around girls. It was not fun, especially with how everybody 
stigmatized the inability to attract a partner. 

I recall that in 6th grade, EVERYBODY was trying to pair a boy for every girl and a girl for 
every boy. Previously, relationships were rare in our schools. Now, it was expected that everybody 
would have a partner. I think it was the first day of school when you had girls and guys going around 
trying to pair someone up with someone else. 

I did not participate in this, but honestly, that was probably because I was considered the 
bottom of the food chain when it came to dating. 

To be fair, there were girls who had crushes on me during this time period, but it was insanely 
common for a girl to make a joke to their friend that they would someday be dating me (and they 
meant it in a bad way). It was annoying, but I cannot say anybody happens to mock me for my 


appearance anymore (with only a couple exceptions). 
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My first memory of 6th grade was the confusion. I think everybody feels confused on the first 
day in a new school so that is expected. The entire first day was hell because nobody understood 
ANYTHING. 

My first hour of my first day really set the tone for how middle school was gonna be different to 
Elementary School. Mrs. Loysale, who always seemed like the nicest teacher in Elementary, snapped at 
me within the first few minutes of class when I made a... Well, I am just gonna say it. A horribly 
unfunny joke when the new guy, Caleb Davidson (he becomes more significant later) had a nosebleed. 
I basically tried getting blood on my paper and when there was no blood, I crumbled it up in a 
pretentious rage. I am so glad my sense of humor has advanced to not find something so stupid 
‘funny’. That was also my first exposure to the reality that I was much more immature to my peers and 
my humor was simply lacking behind. I was childish, what else can I say? 

My home room teacher was Mrs. Miller and God was not she just a bitch. Nobody liked her. 
People would make jokes about how shitty of a teacher she was. She reminded me a lot of Mrs. 
Voorhees from the Friday the 13th movies. I used to imagine her inside that film as Jason’s mother 
rather than Mrs. Voorhees, because her resemblance was close (not very close, but still somewhat close) 
and their sense of fashion was rather similar. 

I actually did not know the password or username for my power school for an entire school 
year. This proved very frustrating for me on every single Friday because Mrs. Miller would check our 
“Planners” every Friday. We were supposed to write our grades into the planners from our 
powerschool. This proved difficult because I had to guess my grades and Mrs. Miller had to correct 
them everytime. She would give me the nastiest stares and I admit, it was my fault for not telling her 
that I did not know my login credentials, but damn was it thrilling yet annoying. Gave me so much 
anxiety every Friday and I only learned my login credentials just a few weeks before school ended. I was 
surprised I was able to get through that class without knowing it for so long. 

On October 21, 2017, I ended up having to go to the hospital for stepping on a toothpick and 
the toothpick was at least half an inch stuck into the sole of my foot. It was impossible to pull it out 
due to the pain it caused me, so we had to go to the hospital over it. I had it pulled out after the doctor 
numbed my foot by poking it several times with a needle and injecting an antibiotic that numbed my 
pain. Ironically, the whole thing caused horrible pain, but it allowed the doctor to pull the needle out 
without any trouble. 

I would have to use crutches and take some drug they prescribed me for a very short while. I 
believe I used crutches until Wednesday, when I decided to just stop using them due to the difficulties 


they caused me and my ability to use that foot was not even really impacted by the whole injury 


anyway. 
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I had a growing interest in retro video games in fall 2017. I liked playing my Atari flashback 
that I had from the previous year. I actually learned how to play Chess in Mid-2016 from playing 
“Video Chess”, a 1979 chess program that was developed for the system. I liked retro gaming so much 
(Atari in particular) that for Christmas of 2017, I requested to receive the original Atari 2600 video 
game console. As I wished, on that Christmas day, I received not one, but TWO Atari consoles. I had 
numerous Atari games immediately. I received at least 60 games on day one. There were a lot of games. 

My favorite games were Yars’ Revenge, Pac Man, Haunted House, Breakout (which I only 
somewhat hated because our paddle controllers were a little jittery), Super Smash Bros, and a 
Spiderman game. 

Sadly, I did not have classics like Adventure or Asteroids, but I was still fond of my library of 
games for the most part. It was not dull, and I only ended up getting maybe 5 new games after that so it 
shows you how much I liked my old library of games. 

I know what you may be thinking, they’re old games so none of them may not have held up 
very well, right? That was true for the most part, but for the first 2 days of having the console, I played 
it continuously. No joke, I spent like 2 days of playing continuously with breaks only to eat, drink, use 
the bathroom, and sleep. All my freetime went into it. I was invested in the console very much for the 
first month but I eventually started to slowly stop playing it in 2018. 

My interest for retro video games would persist and it was during this time that I enjoyed older 
video games, that I discovered AVGN. I really enjoyed AVGN and it was one of my favorite shows until 
his show got toned down due to YouTube being a little bitch about putting ads on content like his. 

Retro gaming was something that stuck with me for several years. I would say that the interest 
practically died down around the time I preferred firearms to video games. 

In February of 2018, my best friend, Jeremiah Bradshaw was leaving our school so he could be 
homeschooled by his mother. It was so tragic. I really missed him. With the exception of this time in 
October 2019 when I saw him, I regained contact with him in March 2022. Sadly though, our 
friendship was not the same at all. It had crumbled. 

I started to become friends with Ricky Arellano in 6th grade. He and I were good friends and 
our bond grew much stronger in High School. He actually dated a girl who I was made aware had a 
crush on me in 6th grade and he got really mad at me this one time I made a joke about her. This was 
actually because I was unaware that the 2 were dating, and while he got all up into my face about it, we 


were able to put it behind us by the next day. 
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I do not remember the last day of 6th grade at all, but I was aware that Mrs. Miller was going to 
be retiring that year and that was enough to make me happy for the most part. Summer of 2018, like 
the previous summer, will be one that will change my life. 

My family went to a stock car racing event. During it, BOTH, Daniel and I won a bicycle each 
at a random draw that was being hosted at the event. Up to this point, I have never been able to ride a 
bicycle but before school got back in that year, I finally learned how to ride a bike. It was quite a useful 
skill I would say. I would consider cycling to be one of my favorite things to do when I have the chance 
to. it is also healthy so Cycling truly is one of the best activities one can engage in that is not horribly 
boring. 

Randomly, in August of 2018, I started thinking about Mortal Kombat again. I decided to 
order the original game for the Sega Genesis on my Retron 3. I also ended up getting Mortal Kombat 
XL for Xbox One. I thought about it after thinking about my old friend, Jeremiah. 

Within just 2 weeks of me getting into Mortal Kombat, my dog, Molly, succumbed to old age 
on August 17, 2018. 

I will never forget her final days of her cries as she would lay, dying in our backyard for 2 
straight days. She would not get up to do anything, not even to defecate or urinate. The day she 
actually died was the strangest feeling I had felt. I was woken up by my father very early in the morning 
and immediately he said “Molly has died”. We all left the house to check up and see and true to his 
word, Molly was not breathing or moving. 

Molly had really bad fleas during her life. I felt very glad when she got buried along with those 
fleas that had made her life so miserable. 

Her flea problem was so bad that in our rooms that had carpet, it was very common for swarms 
of fleas to jump up at you and land on your legs when you walked onto that carpet. Our house had a 
really bad flea problem. 

Fortunately, in fall of 2018, our mom got the idea to cover the entire floor of our house with 
Salt to kill the fleas. This was a great decision and very effective. In less than 2 weeks, we killed every 
single flea in our house, but the battle did not stop there as me, Emily, Daniel, and Shawn were all 
infected with fleas in our hair. 

As I was saying though, I mourned Molly’s death for several weeks. I still remember the days of 
playing Mortal Kombat Deception on GameCube while crying to myself because I really loved Molly. 

I loved the days of Molly sleeping in that small wooden house we built, and me going outside 
every day to wake her up and bring her inside. 

Molly is the reason our family had a fence; it was to stop her from trying to escape our yard. 


The significance of the fence now is practically none. 
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There’s a fair bit to remember about my 7th grade year. I recall how my Gym teacher, Mr. 
Robinson falsely assumed I was a bad student on the first day of school. This caused complications for 
me because he was also my homeroom teacher, thus I had to sit closest to him. 

He only assumed I was a bad student because me and my friend, Ricky were both talking 
together and laughing our asses off, especially at Robinson’s dialog when he was trying to tell us that it 
was normal to be nude in the locker room and said things like “There’s naked people in my office all 
the time”. It was hilarious to me because it sounded gay and pedophilic as hell and Ricky thought that 
too. 

Something worth noting was my change in friends in 7th grade. I began to hang out more with 
the likes of Lyle Colthorp, Jadon Mayer (I talked about him previously), and Caleb Davidson. Lyle and 
I were a bit harsh on Dominic Gross, my old best friend. Me and him would basically mock him in 
ways that got a little harsh at times, but the worst instance occurred during gym class when I was with 
Ricky. 

Me and Ricky were both very aware that Dominic Gross was very protective of his mother. 
The slightest bit of criticism towards his mom led to a lot of backlash from him. This meant, insulting 
his mom would be seen as a death wish. I guess you can say that if somebody challenges you to call 
Dominic’s mom “gay”, then you better know how to run because that is what happened to me and this 
guy was absolutely furious. It was so bad that other students had to hold him back to contain his rage 
and the entire class was canceled. Unsurprisingly, I got in trouble for this as did Ricky. I believe Ricky 
also did the same thing, but I have no clue how Dominic reacted to him saying it. 

I became a big fan of the video game, Grand Theft Auto V during September 2018. I was 
always a very big fan of the game in the past, but only in fall of 2018 did I finally become interested in 
online mode. I created a character, a white man with white hair, a thin black mustache, a red suit (no 
tie), and his signature weapon was the ‘heavy revolver’. I named him “Jack Dagger”. I would create 
plenty of lore behind this character. He is not the only example of me creating a fictional character in a 
video game and expanding the story behind said character for my own amusement, but he is the first. 

In November 2018, I joined this site called “Scratch”. This site would become more significant 
to me in the future. I joined because of my friend, Braydon Dawson who was obsessed with Scratch. 

In December 2018 and January 2019, a string of 3 deaths and a change in attitude towards life 
began to form. 

I attended all 3 funerals, the most prominent being that of my grandmother, Grandma Mary. 
She was my dad’s mom, and it sucked seeing my father cry about something because I have never seen 


such emotion before. 


The Autobiography of Zachary Alexander Combs 24 


Prior to this though was Christmas of 2018. As I previously said, I used to be very childish. I 
got little toy action figures of Mortal Kombat characters (Raiden, Quan Chi, and Kotal Kahn) for that 
Christmas. Something happened in January 2019 though. I started to mature but in a very depressing 
way. I grew out of all those things in what seemed like just a single day. 

Nothing felt right anymore. I would stand around for hours with nothing to do but think. I 
thought, and I thought. I would keep thinking and that is all I did. It hurt to think sometimes, I would 
find myself weeping even when I could not seem to find a reason to do so. It was a depressing time for 
me but by February, I began to feel more normal again and not so depressed about everything. 

A possible cause for this bout of extremely low mood was the changing atmosphere for me. We 
had a huge renovation of our home around mid to late 2018. Our house began to appear much more 
bland than usual. Lineoum practically became the floor in most rooms of the house and the living 
room wall was painted plain white. It was a sad look for our house and one that I disliked. Much 
changed around this time when it came to my home life. Our family was also growing more and more 
distant from each other. Everyone was truly losing their minds. 

Just a short while before school ended for us in 7th grade, I made the decision to shave my head 
due to the torment I felt from my flea infection. Daniel and Shawn also decided to shave their heads. 
This cured us of it and my sister subsequently was able to manually treat herself with a flea comb. 

Admittedly, I was gonna wait until the end of the school year to do it, but my desire to shave it 
kept growing and growing. Eventually, I gave in because it was genuinely very annoying. The reason I 
wanted to wait until the end of the year was because I did not want anybody to see what I looked like 
with no hair. 

So I came back to school after that to the most predictable response possible, people laughing 
at it. Now, the people who laughed at it were my friends so nobody meant anything by it, even I will 
admit that I would have laughed if I was them. it is perfectly natural, but after all of that, I chose 
against ever shaving my head again. In fact, by Summer of next year, I would stop getting haircuts too. 
My hair would grow out, and be decently long by June 2021. 

The summer of 2019 was not exactly an uneventful summer. The most interesting thing that 
had occurred that summer was when we rented a house with my mom’s half-sister, Melissa’s family, in 
July over in Gogebic county. There we saw a bunch of waterfalls in Gogebic county and some on the 
Michigan-Wisconsin border. This is the first time I have been out of state since 2008 when my family 
went down to Florida for vacation. 

During this very trip, I ended up playing the video game “Granny” for the first time, and also 
the video game “Bitlife”. I deeply appreciated both of these games and got quite good at them. 


25 The Autobiography of Zachary Alexander Combs 


The most interesting thing that occurred during this July 2019 trip to Gogebic was that I 
learned how to swim while we were there in Lake Superior. 

The most tragic thing that occurred that summer occurred on August 2, 2019. I was in Bay 
Port playing tag with my cousins. My uncle, Nicholas, who is about 7 months younger than me but 
weighs close to 200 pounds, was riding an electric scooter through a gap where there were 4 buildings. 
He was going northward and I was going eastward. I could not see him because of the building to my 
right, but when I did see him, it was too late. 

He struck me with his scooter by accident and sent me soaring through the air and striking the 
right side of my body against the corner of a garage. 

This knocked my rib cage loose. I was bruised so badly, yet there was no blood. Whenever I 
tried to run, my rib cage would rattle. It was very uncomfortable, I did not like it at all. The following 
day, I was due to participate in a foot race but I canceled it due to my ribs. 

The next morning, my rib cage stayed still to my left side. It was very apparent until December 
2021 when I was finally able to make the injury go away for the most part through core exercises. 

8th grade was when my life began to slowly become more vivid and much more 
commemorable and it is all thanks to the invention of the internet. 

I have a google drive that kinda works like a little time machine. Basically, it tells me whenever I 
downloaded those files that were saved to it. September 14, 2019 is to me, the day it all started. The day 
I truly become more engulfed in Internet culture. 

From the very beginning, it starts with a lot of screenshots from the video game “Mutilate a 
Doll 2”. I used to be very fond of this game but I have been incapable of playing it since November of 
2020 which is the fault of my school blocking flash in December of 2020 and Flash shutting down in 
January 2021. 

I also found a lot of images related to Nazism. I used to be very interested in Nazism, in fact, in 
8th grade, many people ended up suspecting I was actually a Nazi. To say a deep exposure to the 
internet in 8th grade was when I first became interested in Nazism would actually be false. On the very 
last day of 7th grade, I wore a cheap cardboard toothbrush mustache and a paper armband to make 
myself appear as if I was Hitler. It was a very cheap “costume” (if you can even call it that). During the 
summer of 2019, I got the book “Mein Kampf”. 

Speaking of the book ‘Mein Kampf’, I actually did a book report on that book in late 2019 for 
my English teacher. My teacher was not particularly fond of it which actually was kinda strange 


because we were actually learning about Nazi Germany shortly prior to the assignment. If anything, I 
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deserve praise. I never actually finished the entire book, I only read the first volume but it was only 
because I did not have enough time to finish reading. 

I also picked up an interest to learn the German language back in the summer of 2019. My 
reason was because to me, Germany was the “Nazi language”. I hate that I used this connection 
between the German language and Nazis for so long, but it is what it is. 1 was not very aware of the 
outside world back in 2019. Thus, a language like German was too easily rolled up into being the 
language of their Nazi ancestors. Similarly, the Arabic language was to me, “the terrorist language” 
which is why I got interested in it and briefly even tried learning the Arabic alphabet before giving up 
on it in the matter of days. 

Before 8th grade started, I was getting really desperate for a girlfriend. It was getting on my 
nerves so much that I promised to myself that I was not allowed to masturbate again until I had one. 

I had a crush right off the start of 8th grade, but I would never make a move on her. I was too 
nervous to try anything. I admitted my crush to some of my male friends but they never helped me but 
ultimately, I think it might have been best that nothing was made out of that. I was too awkward for a 
relationship. For example, to ‘impress’ her, I showed her a meme on the bus of a before and after of the 
Swedish empire and how it used to look like a dick before losing the Finnish portion (which were the 
balls); likining the change to how a dog loses his testicals when neutered by a veterinarian. 

My abstinence to Masturbation went as poorly as you probably would have guessed and after 2 
weeks (I lasted that long without masturbating) I genuinely could not stop myself. I NEEDED to 
masturbate. It felt great when I finally did, but I also felt shitty about breaking my rules. 

Back in these times, I felt shame for having an urge to masturbate. This was mostly due to the 
fact my parents told me that it was unnatural and my dad even brought up a story of how he used to 
but regretted it later in his life because it apparently caused him testicular pain. This story was likely 
false. All of this made me think it was unnatural and even when I heard some people say that every 
teenage boy has done it at least once, I still tried keeping it quiet about how I have done so frequently. 

Everybody was so foolish for telling me that it was unnatural for me to have a girlfriend by 
then. I got frustrated with myself because I was not even sure if I could do it. 

I ended up losing my feelings towards that girl and setting my eyes on a completely different 
girl. Her name was ‘Julia Rowe’. 

I always searched for the signs that she may be attracted to me, and while I thought I saw 
several, I was still too unsure. I had no confidence, I did not want to get rejected and laughed at for 
even trying in the first place. I was not particularly unhappy with not having a girlfriend, it was just 


that the people around me made me believe that it was unnatural that I did not have one. 
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I do not really recall what I saw in Julia in the first place, she was kind and definitely not a shitty 
person, but I do not know how I had physical attraction towards her because now, she does not really 
seem to be my type at all. 

I was really edgy in the fall of 2019. I grew interested in Nazis by September and made my 
background picture a whole bunch of Swastikas. The lure of Nazism to a 13-year-old male was strong 
and I was practically convinced I was a Nazi. 

Something else edgy I did that involved fascist ideologies of the 20th century included 
something I created called the “Deez Nuts Collab”. I was a huge normie. I thought the “Deez Nuts’ 
meme was funny when it clearly was not. I practically adopted “Deez Nuts’ as a pseudonym. I also 
called it a “collab” because it seemed like a cool word I learned from YTP collabs. I had no clue at the 
time that “collab” was short for “collaboration”. 

To sum it, I used one of those story writers that took words you put in the system into a story 
and generated stories. The first one was generated on October 11, 2019, and it was a movie script for a 
film starring Adolf Hitler. 1 would continue making silly stories like this until November. I did not 
understand how cringey this truly was until I grew older. 

In December of 2019, I began to develop a true crime interest. I actually created my first 
YouTube channel during this month so I could watch FBI Files episodes and have the ability to like 
and comment. 

Not everybody was fond of my newfound interest in true crime. In particular, I was a bigger 
fan of serial killers than anything else. There was this time in January of 2020 that my school really 
began to dislike it and by mid-February 2020, the school made the decision to deprive me of my 
Chromebook privileges after I was reported by another student. That student was my former best 
friend, Dominic Gross. 

The school believed that my fascination with serial killers was directly the fault of me 
supposedly “wanting to be a serial killer” and that I was drawing inspiration from the likes of Jeftrey 
Dahmer and Ted Bundy. 

Ignoring the ridiculousness of such claims, how and why would I ever want to become the next 
serial killer? It never made sense to me because serial killers who take notes from other serial killers is a 
particularly rare thing. Sure, Israel Keyes did it but I am not Keyes now am I? 

I always hated these claims because there were other students like my friend Jager who had an 
interest in Roman Society. Does this mean Jager wants to go out of his way and resurrect the Roman 


Empire? Does it even mean as little that he wants to be a part of such a society as the one the Romans 
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put forth? Why were my interests punished? I will never know. A true crime interest is so common that 
I seriously do not see how or why it brought such problems to my school board. 

I used to always be such a massive normie. The first meme trend I got onto was WWIII memes 
in January 2020. 

On January 3, 2020, an air strike resulted in the death of Qasem Soleimani, an Iranian general. 
I am not a very anti-war person, but back in early 2020, I criticized the move as a pointless move that 
could start a pointless conflict. 

Later that same month, our English teacher was doing a bit of a thing where she would ask a 
question and then we would stand at a certain spot in the room depending on how we stood on the 
subject. There was an area in the room for “Strongly Disagree”, “Disagree”, “Agree”, and “Strongly 
Agree”. 

While most of the questions were apolitical, there was ONE that stood out and it was not good 
that I knew very little on the subject. 

Our teacher, Mrs. Northrup said something about the Government being a good thing. I now 
had to choose alongside my peers whether I agreed or disagreed. My microscopic amount of exposure 
to politics meant I was nothing more than a sheep to mainstream media. I essentially had no 
knowledge about it and neither did she specify the government we were talking about. While I now 
realize she was likely talking about the democratic government system we currently have, I initially 
thought this was a question about Donald Trump. 

See, the media is horribly biased. If there was one man that got eaten up by the media’s lies 
more than Trump, then please tell me who that person is because I do not know ANYBODY in 
politics who had more propaganda against them than the former president. 

do not be surprised when my 13 year old self decided to stand in the “Strongly disagree” part of 
the room. Almost everybody stood in the “Disagree” part of the room, but the teacher ended up 
clarifying that it is not an issue with politicians, just an issue with how our free market and laws are. 

Thankfully, I was not alone. Byron Jewell was the only other person who stood in that part of 
the room with me. I was actually very aware that I had poor knowledge on the subject of politics, so I 
hoped Byron would help me out. He really did not at all and when Mr. Ricco walked into the room; I 
was toast because he knew a lot about politics in comparison. 

When asked about why I stood there by Mrs. Northrup, I said it was because of Trump and I 
did not really have much of a better explanation than that. Ricco was actually curious as to why I hated 
him, and I brought up the assassination of Soleimani. It was here when I found out that the media 
actually lied about Soleimani being a good person. Soleimani was no “hero” like the media wanted him 


to be, the American media painted their own country as the anti-heroes for killing Soleimani. 
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This whole thing was nothing short of embarrassing. Disincluding the Soleimani thing, I had 
no clue of why I hated Trump. Well, there was one thing. I believed he was also “racist”. I do facepalm 
when I say this because I never was capable of determining why the media said he was racist. I am 
guessing that “racist” is just an insult CNN throws at people they dislike because Trump never really fit 
the description of what the media liked to describe him as. 

This instance is one of many things that made me start to distrust the media. I really began to 
wonder, “What else may they be lying to me about?” While I did not try searching for a reason to be 
‘pro-Irump’ from this, I did try reworking my political beliefs to reinforce my anti-Trump beliefs. I 
would soon come to my realization 4 months later of what the truth actually was in this debate. 

In February of 2020, I was made aware of this virus in Wuhan, China. I found out through a 
meme my friend, Braydon Dawson showed me on his phone. I did not understand the meme at the 
time, but I did less than a month later as the declaration that Covid-19 was a pandemic took place. 

On March 8, 2020, I wrestled my final Scholastic Wrestling match at Montcalm High School. 
My next tournament was due March 15, but this would be canceled mid-week. I actually wanted to tell 
my friends about how my wrestling tournaments were shutting down over the pandemic, but I did not 
because I was soon made aware that on March 13, School was gonna get out until sometime in April. 

The Covid-19 pandemic has begun. 

I thought it was kinda interesting how the last day of school was Friday the 13th. It felt like the 
world was ending and it all seemingly began on that particular day. 

The following day after school got out due to the virus, my mom decided to purchase me my 
first phone. It was a Nokia 3, which is an Android phone. I was a little frustrated that I got my first 
phone after school was already out because there was seemingly no way for me to contact my friends 
through it. 

I did what most people do when they get their first phone, I was on it for days on end. I think I 
spent at least 3 days on my phone doing nothing else. 

On the second day of having my phone (March 16), I recognized an app from my younger 
years. It was a meme app called “iFunny”. Immediately, I installed it because I had nostalgia for the app. 
I honestly was not too sure if this was actually the correct app at first, but I soon learned it was. 

I quickly started making memes and looking at others’ memes as well. I got very deeply 
connected to iFunny, perhaps even to the point where I used it as a coping mechanism. 

My exposure to iFunny led me to hear the terms “liberal” and “conservative” for the first time. I 


did not know what these terms meant back in March 2020, but I was aware that iFunny did NOT like 
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liberals. I assumed it was a ‘bad’ thing to be a liberal and I would openly mock liberals... even though I 
had no clue what the hell a ‘liberal’ even was. 

I assumed it might have been synonymous with the word “normie”, but it was not. I then just 
reached the conclusion that the term was just a pejorative for an idiotic person. 

Sometime in mid to late March 2020, our family chose between 2 dogs owned by my uncle 
Bobby. We had to choose which animal we liked more. We chose one and when the dog was finally at 
our place, we had to choose a name for him. The name I chose was stupid. I chose “Patrick” for some 
reason, but I thought the name my family chose for the dog was also rather silly. Even to this day, I still 
kinda hate the name they chose for him. His name ended up becoming “Zeus” which I thought was 
fairly unfitting for a small Terrier-Chihuahua mixed breed dog like himself. I still do not know what 
would have been a better name though. 

The other dog was Zeus’ brother, who ended up being named “Max” and going to the kids of 
my mother’s half-sister. 

Zeus was fairly young when we got him. He was born on December 11, 2019. That is very 
different when you compare him to when we got Molly, she was very old when we got her which is why 
she seemingly died so soon. Zeus has many years in him (as of January 2023) compared to what Molly 
did. 

Throughout February and March, I was playing quite a bit of the video game “The Sims 4” on 
our Xbox One Console. On March 26 however, I ended up creating what had become my favorite 
world that I have ever created. It was the world of Pat Turner. 

I would continue playing this world, even after the main sim, Pat Turner passed away on June 
7, 2020. 

Pat Turner was directly inspired by American serial killer, Ted Bundy, and communist dictator, 
Joseph Stalin. The main story was that Turner was a bisexual serial killer who also claimed to be a 
divine figure. He would later create a socialist society. Remember, I was playing this story out in my 
head while I played Sims 4. Needless to say, I had one hell of an imagination. 

I ended up ruining my sleep schedule just so I could play more Sims 4. I would wake up 
anywhere from 2 to 4 in the morning so I could hopefully play more of this particular world. 
Eventually though, I slowly became bored of it when my sim grew old and after he died, I hardly ever 
returned to the world. That does not mean I was slowly forgetting about it however. On January 27, 
2021, I created a wiki for this world and last updated it on May 21, 2022 before I shut the wiki down 
on August 10, 2022 in favor of a new server on my personal wiki which was much easier to edit on. 

On April 21, 2020, I ended up thinking quite a bit about Scratch again. I ended up working on 


a project about the Zodiac Killer. This project went nowhere but I would then release a game I created 


31 The Autobiography of Zachary Alexander Combs 


on April 22. I would keep creating Scratch projects well into May, when I arguably made my best 
projects. 

I was addicted to Scratch by May. On May 9, I created my “Wiener Battle” project which was 
based entirely on a video game I saw Sundee play. On May 23, I released a very basic animation I made 
about the Lethal Injection procedure. On May 26, I released my favorite project yet. My “Create a 
Flag” project. I was inspired by the loom in Minecraft when I created this project. The reason I like it 
so much is because I liked projects with creativity. I kept updating this game as recently as 2022. Sadly 
though, since April 2022, this project has been a little bit broken and thus, it has trouble running on 
under-powered computers like the Chromebook I initially made the project on. 

I did not release too many projects after my projects I created in May because on June 3, our 
Chromebooks were taken by the school because the school year was now officially over. I would then 
be restricted to using my mobile phone to create projects, and that was nowhere near as addicting. 
However, I would continue to like Scratch throughout the summer of 2020. 

On May 25, a man was killed by police in the city of Minneapolis. The man was George Floyd 
and his death sparked protests against police brutality and systematic racism (which to my knowledge, 
“Systematic Racism” was nothing more than a straw man argument used by protestors to justify the 
chaos they would soon cause). 

I did not hear of the killing until May 28. Immediately, I saw videos of purely chaotic streets 
across the nation and ultimately, it felt very pointless. While I understand perfectly why the protestors 
would protest against something like this, I still did not like the image they painted George Floyd in. 

He was painted as a martyr, and the struggle against racism. I found it rather hilarious that he 
was a martyr for the Black Lives Matter movement in the United States and even in several countries 
outside of our own, despite what he actually was. He was literally a racist stereotype for black men. He 
practically was the kind of person that a anti-black racist would use as justification for their racism. 
While the BLM movement definitely needed some kind of martyr, I do not think Floyd was a good 
choice for them because Floyd really cramped the looks of such an organization. 

There were definitely better examples of innocent black men being killed by police than the 
example of Floyd. 

Ignore that though, the main point was that in early June 2020, I noticed that Trump 
seemingly opposed BLM riots which made him more supportable and then when I noticed that the 
media blatantly lied about Trump’s alleged participation in a riot, I snapped. I finally broke from the 


shell of which I was raised. I became a Trumpist and it is all thanks to Soleimani and Floyd. 
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Amidst the chaos, I was frequently watching the news on YouTube and commenting my 
distrust for the BLM movement. 

2020 is the year of change for me. I feel like I have made a bigger leap from Leftist to 
right-winger than the leap from pre-puberty to post-puberty. The BLM riots really changed me. 

On June 3, School was officially out for the summer. I did not really know what I wanted to do 
that summer as it seemed almost obvious that this summer would have several restrictions due to the 
Covid-19 pandemic. At an unknown point during the summer, probably in late June, we went 
swimming at a nearby lake. This is somewhat significant because it was the first time I swam since July 
2019 when I learned how to swim. I was actually scared to swim after the July 2019 swimming because 
I ended up really tiring myself while swimming and when I went to touch the ground, I ended up 
going under and having serious difficulties getting out from under the water due to the exhaustion 
from the strenuous swimming. 

In July of 2020, I discovered a small YouTube channel named “Sarin Gas Attack”. The 
channel’s content depicted mass shooting animations he made. I even once asked him about what 
software he used and he responded to me. He quickly became one of my favorite YouTubers because 
back during this time period, my true crime interests were shifting from serial killers to mass killers. 
The first video I watched was SGA’s video on the Sandy Hook Elementary School Shooting. I liked his 
content, and I would later become a fan of his friend Mass Attack Media as well. Unfortunately, Sarin 
Gas Attack does not upload frequently and Mass Attack Media killed himself back in May 2021. 

I was inspired by Sarin Gas Attack, and the 4th mission, “Conviction” from the video game 
“Prison Architect”. On July 15, 2020, I created the YouTube channel “HKR_Scratch” and uploaded 
an animation I made that depicted the Zodiac Killer murders from 1968-1969 in the art style of Prison 
Architect. I made these animations on the mobile version of Scratch. My next video was of the Sandy 
Hook shooting, followed by the Charleston Church shooting, before I finally uploaded my final video 
in mid-August that depicted the St. Valentine's Day Massacre. I shortly thereafter abandoned the 
channel. To this day, I still make these animations but I do not upload them. 

One of the main things I liked highlighting in those animations was the reality that the 
weapons used are not fully automatic like they’re usually described as in the Media and even in Sarin 
Gas Attack’s videos. While SGA never claims the weapons are automatic, his animation shows the 
shooter firing in automatic in his Sandy Hook Elementary School shooting video which annoyed me a 
bit. I also did not like the pauses that Sarin Gas Attack would make just so he could describe events as 
they’re taking place. I made sure that the animation would continue going without any stops, I did not 
want to have to describe anything. If the viewer cannot tell what’s going on, they’re idiotic because I 


included a sound effect for everything and the visuals are much more detailed (but still very poor). 
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The main reason I stopped was because my animations were very poor. I was horrible at 
mimicking the art style of Prison Architect (the walls were just lines and character height were very 
distorted). Also, to people who did not understand Prison Architect, the art style was confusing to say 
the least. Each video garnered close to 200 views (if I recall correctly), but most, if not all have been 
removed. for their high amounts of violence. They would garnish practically no views at all when I 
initially created them. Only sometime afterwards did they gain some recognition. 

To give you an idea of how bad the art was, I put a disclaimer on every video that the art style 
did not intend to be of great quality. It was horrible and I was afraid of being criticized for this aspect 
of my videos. Despite the quality of them, they never actually received any criticism besides skeptics of 
how I portrayed the events of a mass shooting. 

Have to say though, it was a FANTASTIC idea, but it was not done right. If I had the chance 
to do it again (and do it right), I would. Trust me. Another thing that sucked was that it was difficult to 
tell what happened during each shooting spree, so I always had to go off of assumptions. I mean like, I 
cannot go online, and watch Seung-Hui Cho go classroom to classroom murdering students. I could 
only read about it and words are incapable of describing the events. The most information I could go 
off usually was the number of victims, what the shooter looked like, and what weapon they used. I 
usually did not have much more with the exception of Sandy Hook, in which I had a map of the 
school. 

July of 2020 is also remembered for that firework accident that occurred on Independence 
Day. While we were shooting Fireworks up into the sky at our house, we ended up having to be cheap 
because we did not have a lot of money at the time. We ended up using these fireworks that fortunately 
did not go ‘boom’ because if they did, we probably could have suffered a serious injury or even a 
fatality. The fireworks shot in all directions rather than upwards, that obviously means that some were 
shot at us. It was made even worse that we had my mom’s half-sister, Melissa and her kids over along 
with Brad’s then-girlfriend, Kaylee. I was able to get away from the area to safety by doing a Naruto 
run. It was funny and terrifying at the same time. 

For the rest of the firework show, everyone seemed to be afraid it was gonna happen again. The 
fear of it happening again persisted with me quite well for the following years but my fear of fireworks 
has already faded away for the most part. 

July 2020 is also around the time we stopped watching Wrestling. It was for multiple reasons. 
For one, the content was stale. Two, the lack of a crowd was just awkward. And three, the content was 
slowly becoming woke. I remember refusing to watch the show, convinced it’ll suck. I was right. When 


I heard about the match between Rey Misterio and Randy Orton, I thought to myself, why? It was 
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such a good match ruined by the stipulation that a wrestler must “take the eye out of the other 
opponent”. That is just dumb. I read about the event and with everyone criticizing it, I drew the 
conclusion that the WWE product will never become what it used to be. 

For me, WWE created a monopoly of the professional Wrestling industry. They started with 
the purchase of WCW in 2001, long before I was even born. They continued and took a product like 
ECW shortly thereafter which genuinely frustrates me because my favorite part of Professional 
Wrestling was the extreme violence. Do not get me wrong, I was into the show back when it was PG, 
but it is not the same when you are older. I know the product is fake but damn, it would be cool to 
watch someone go through a flaming table covered in barbed wire and thumbtacks. You cannot fake 
that stuff which is what makes the show a million times better. 

My subscription to the WWE network was shortly thereafter canceled but it does not mean I 
have not turned to YouTube and Dailymotion to watch a few wrestling matches here and there. 

I still remember the day when Dzokhar Tsarnaev’s death sentence was repealed in August 2020 
while I was up in Bay Port. The reason was so bogus to me. All because Boston, the city he was accused 
of terrorizing, supposedly could not give him a “fair trial”? you would think that Boston would give 
him the most fair trial POSSIBLE because they are the ones who experienced the wrath that he and his 
brother, Tamerlan caused in April 2013. 

I would consider myself a fan of the death penalty in cases that involve murderers or rapists 
who undoubtedly committed their heinous crimes. I also would appreciate it if those penalties could 
be carried out sooner than later. It genuinely sucks knowing that it takes on average, nearly a whole 
decade for a person to face execution. I absolutely dislike that it takes so long. It is not formal for our 
Judicial branch to be lazy. An execution should take place within a year of the crime being committed. 

I do not think ALL murders or ALL rapes deserve capital punishment towards the perpetrator, 
but there are quite a large number of perpetrators of murder or rape that do deserve the worst penalty 
that could be offered. The death penalty does not follow under “Cruel and Unusual Punishment” in 
my opinion. “Cruel and unusual punishment” is like executing somebody for shoplifting, or having a 
person raped by a correctional officer as a punishment. While the death penalty is certainly a cruel 
punishment, it is not unusual when you boil it down to the fact that it is for people who commit 
heinous crimes. It does not say “Cruel or unusual” it says “Cruel AND unusual”, therefore the death 
penalty is a reasonable and legal punishment against violent criminals. 

Luckily, Tsarnaev’s penalty was reinstated in March 2022, but they cannot change the fact that 
there are people who believe his crimes are not deserving of the worst penalty the country can offer. 

I can understand why people may be against capital punishment, but you have to remember, 


prison is not like it is in the movies. It is just normal society, but you live with other convicted 
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criminals. Ultimately, if you unjustifyingly kill someone, you deserve to be killed too. You do not need 
to live your life out exempt from taxation and with free food. Prison may not be a party, but it is not 
enough in the case of murder. We do not ‘need’ to execute unreformable scum like Dzokhar Tsarnaev, 
but it would be the best justice our system can provide for homicide victims. 

Honestly, banning Capital Punishment can be a slippery slope. Many countries have abolished 
life sentences. Look at Pedro Lopez for example. He raped and killed at least 110 young girls. He was 
released by the end of 1998, after having been arrested only 18 years prior. it is genuinely crazy that 
people think that capital punishment is not fit for such a criminal, and even crazier that some think 
that not even 2 decades in prison after raping and killing little girls in the triple digits is a reasonable 
punishment for someone like Ldpez. 

Anyway, during my stay in Bay Port, I talked a fair bit with Nicholas Murdoch, the same guy 
who accidentally struck me with his electrical scooter the previous year. I remember that he invited me 
to go stay with him during a camping trip and I did not turn him down. I do not remember how long I 
was there, but the camping trip was not with tents or anything like that. We went camping inside a 
camper in an area with several other campers. 

Back on May 21, 2020, a Chihuahua was born to my dog, Zeus’ father (a dog named Tarzan) 
and a dog named “Scrappy”. This is now relevant in the second half of August because it was around 
this time that the product of these 2 dogs came into our house. We named the dog “Teddy”. He 
quickly got very attached to my parents. 

He did not get along well with Zeus. They both compete for love and affection from me and 
my parents (mostly). Teddy is more of an asshole than Zeus. Zeus never bites but Teddy does. While I 
admit that Zeus bites others sometimes, Teddy bites just about everybody except my parents. 

He used to be so small that stepping on him was practically inevitable when you were walking 
near him. Thankfully, he’s much bigger than he was back in August 2020 so he’s a lot easier to spot 
when you walk by him. 
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HIGH SCHOOL 
(2020-2022) 


In August 2020, I returned to school officially as a 9th grader. We were given the choice 
between returning to school in person, or attending classes via Google Meet. I chose to attend classes 
via Google Meet until the 2nd quarter of school when I returned to school in person. 

September 2020 was eventful. 

On September 11, I was made aware that I had no choice but to go hunting with my uncle, 
Ricky Moore. Upon arrival I was given the chance to shoot a bucket that was sitting in front of a shed, 
from a window in his garage. This was my first time shooting a gun. The weapon was a youth .243 
Winchester bolt-action rifle. Because this was my first time, I was struck in the eye with the scope and 
the rifle was not very tight on my shoulder either. It was not too bad for a first time shooting a gun 
though. Could have gone much worse. 

On September 12, I ended up going hunting for the first-ish time in Saginaw County. 
Technically, the first time was in November 2019. I was not given an opportunity to actually hunt back 
in 2019, I was only allowed to watch for deer and when we saw one, my older brother Bradley was 
allowed to shoot at it. We only saw so many back in November 2019, and Bradley missed when he 
actually shot. 

Anyway, we went early in the morning and got nothing. We later set up a stand and then took a 
break; before returning to find several deer near the tree line. I fired twice, each time giving me a minor 
concussion and ringing ears. I had not brought any ear protection out with me, and Ricky advised 
against it. I thought that was ridiculous which is why when I went hunting the next year, I made sure 
my mother purchased ear protection for me. 

Anyway, I struck the deer at least once. He was a HUGE deer. So big in fact that when we 
finally brought him into the youth competition, I got second place with the most impressive deer in 
the area. The deer did not drop unfortunately and while I felt ashamed at first, we later found the deer 
with the help of some of Ricky’s friends. 

This was my first deer I ever shot, and it was a trophy. We had a taxidermy done on the head in 
June 2021, and it currently is located inside my childhood home in Lafayette Township. 

In mid-September, me and my siblings began to start getting into Airsoft. On September 16, 


me and Daniel picked out from online what guns we would get if we were to play Airsoft. That same 
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day, we would go outside with a spring-operated single shot pistol and shoot at each other while we 
wore blankets. We would gradually remove blankets, and overall, there was almost no pain at all from 
the Airsoft pistol shots. That same day, my dog (Zeus) nearly escaped our property after he had escaped 
into a corn field and we lost him in the field. It took us a bit but we eventually found out he escaped 
into the house. This is worth mentioning because we would not trust him without a leash again. 

My interest in Airsoft would play a role in me becoming interested in firearms. I believe my 
interest began to kick off in November but I kept it to myself until December because the particular 
guns I wanted were not exactly for the best reasons as I will explain later. 

Later that same month, on September 25, I created a YouTube channel that I had been 
planning to create my whole life. 

Back in Sth grade, I discovered a genre of Youtube content called “YouTube Poops”. While the 
name may sound silly (because the name is), it is actually quite an interesting concept. The idea behind 
YTPs (YouTube Poops) is that you take existing media, such as an episode of Spongebob Squarepants 
for example, and then mash the video up to be either funny or to provoke some other type of emotion. 
Usually, these kinds of videos are hilarious but just like any piece of media that currently exists, it can 
also be very poor and I have to say, looking back at most of my old YTPs, they were poor in quality. 

My YTP channel was dubbed “MountainJew6150”. The name comes from the brand 
“Mountain Dew”, with the word “dew” being replaced with “jew”. The number was generated by a 
Random Number Generator. If I ever came back to YTP, I would rename my channel to “MTNjew” 
for the sake of convenience. 

My profile picture was made in Scratch. It was an altered image of the Mountain Dew logo but 
the “D” was replaced with a “J”. I thought it was a cool logo and I still believe that to this day. 

My content was generally speaking, kinda dogshit. You have to see it for yourself to understand 
what I am talking about. 

On October 5 of that year, I made a controversial statement in a debate studio on Scratch. 
Throughout late September and early October, I made these visits to the debate studio to discuss just 
about everything, which commonly included politics. 

There were a few people I could not stand in the studio. The most prominent one being this 
FIM transgender person that was inside it. They were horribly woke and commonly offered extreme 
responses to people with moderate positions that were even slightly skewed to be viewed as 
“anti-progressive”. I hated this person, but they never were more annoying than the day I found out 


what Transgenderism truly was. 
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In September, I jokingly asked the Spanish teacher, a conservative, “How many genders are 
there in Mexico?” She responded with “Only 2, like everywhere else.” This made me start thinking 
about Transgenderism, and I researched it. Previously, I believed that a Trans man was a man with a 
female body (basically the body of a woman, looks just like a woman, but with male genitalia). 
Similarly, I thought a Trans woman was a woman with a male body (or in other words, has the body of 
a man, but has female genitalia). I could not have been more wrong. 

That is when I began feeling skeptical of transgenderism. 

So on October 5, I logged onto my Scratch account and tried to logically argue against 
Transgenderism without offending anybody. This did not work as I was then banned for 3 days. 

I was stupid, I immediately created a Sockpuppet account on October 6 and it was not long 
until the staff found out about my sockpuppet account. I then got an IP ban which made using 
Scratch next to impossible, all just because a trannie had no argument. 

I viewed this as if I made too much sense with my argument against the concept of gender 
identity and I ultimately took it as a sign. They could have stopped me from becoming the way I did 
but they only proved me more right. As the old quote by George R.R. Martin goes, “When you tear 
out a man's tongue, you are not proving him a liar, you are only telling the world that you fear what he 
might say.” Censorship on subjects like these do not eliminate these ideas from circulation, they only 
prevent it from being attacked or defended. Ultimately, no views are changed, just completely 
unchallenged. 

I also never understood the sensitivity around the subject of Gender identity until that day I 
was banned over it. I never knew how much Transmisia was stigmatized until the day I attempted to 
talk to trannies about it. 

Like it or hate it, banning me for opening a sensitive debate in a debate studio is nothing more 
than blatant censorship and a disgrace. Had my mouth uttered nonsense, then I probably would not 
have faced the ban that I did. I knew something and they disliked that. I did not advocate for violence, 
so what’s the point in me being banned for pointing out a simple flaw I viewed in the logic. 

The ban did not stick forever thankfully and I successfully was able to get around it in June 
2021 when I got a new Chromebook. 

On October 11, I uploaded my most popular video to date. It garnished me more than 6000 
views and close to 80 likes. Ironically, this is actually one of my least favorite YT Ps I made. My reason 
for disliking it is that it has poor editing and progresses too slowly to be enjoyable. How the YTP 
community came to love that video is beyond my comprehension. 

I had a history with Islamomisia back in fall 2020. I am regretful for holding such views in the 


past, but they were part of my history. On October 20, I created a website that I am so ashamed of now 


39 The Autobiography of Zachary Alexander Combs 


that I wish to forget it ever existed. The point of the site was to give my old Islamomisic views a 
platform. The fact the website was never taken down is very surprising to me. 

I was so edgy back then and I wish I had a way to go back and prevent my idiotic self from 
writing such cringe. It took me so long to realize that Islam is the closest friend to Christianity. While I 
am unsure of how Muslims still view the issue, the whole thing has led to so much blood. 

The reason my views were becoming extreme in October of 2020 is for the same reason 
Islamomisia was extreme in September 2001. It was because I was witnessing several horrible things 
committed by Muslims to Christians in that month. The most prominent to me was the heinous crime 
that occurred on October 16, that being the murder of 47 year old Samuel Paty. 

My feelings of fear and seemingly endless prejudice against these people were taking form 
because of what Anzorov did to Paty and what I thought of were higher crime rates in Muslims as 
opposed to every other faith. 

Ultimately though, I realized that it was pointless fighting an enemy that did not exist. While I 
liked to call them “The Muslim Enemy”, I never realized how alike Christians and Muslims really were. 
Also, there did in fact exist Christian terrorists which I refused to acknowledge at the time. The most 
famous example was Brenton Tarrant. He needs no introduction. My ignorance led to my brain 
making irrational thoughts such as the ones I based my hatred on. 

October and November of 2020 were both months of constant political debate. It was all 
about whether incumbent president Donald Trump was gonna win the presidency or if the candidate 
casted by the Democratic party, Joe Biden was gonna win the presidency. 

My opinion differs with time, and to take anything I once believed back during this debate and 
use that against me now would be a huge mistake as I genuinely feel like a totally different person from 
the way I was in November 2020. I initially supported Donald Trump, and I did so without 
considering the facts. 

What can I say besides the fact that I was a sheep for Donald Trump. However, this does not 
mean I like the opposition (current president). 

Sometime in November 2020, due to a high amount of infections related to Covid-19 in our 
school, the school decided to switch to virtual school for all students until the end of the year. we 
would come back in person on the 3rd of January. 

On November 30, 2020, I began what is known to me as my first true journal. I call it the 
“MountainJew6150 journal”. This journal however was exclusively for the purpose of documenting 


my journeys as a YouTube Pooper. I was hoping I would become big enough to write a book about 
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YTPs. I knew such a wave of popularity was unlikely, but continued anyway probably because I 
believed that it was an excuse to have a journal. 

I would have started a journal all about my life sooner if I did not believe it was a bit feminine 
to own one. To me, only a pussy needed a journal. I grew out of this mentality when I grew older but 
had I not adopted this mentality in 2020, I would have created a personal journal sooner which would 
have been the preferred option by the time I was 15 years old. 

With this new journal, I would write infrequently, especially by the spring of 2021. I continued 
this journal until August 3, 2021 before writing twice more in November of 2021, and never writing in 
it again. It was a single Google doc, not a handwritten journal. 

In November, I also joined a Discord with other YTPers. We were organized by “SirScorpion”, 
a fellow YTPer. I was gonna work on my first ever Collab with him, the collaboration was based on the 
2020 Presidential Elections. I made a 50 second clip for the collaboration, but unfortunately, the 
project was silently canceled by SirScorpion and in the end, I never had the chance to participate in a 
Collab like I have always wanted to. With this said however, I did reject a direct request from 
“Littlekate theLitten” to participate in a Winnie the Pooh collab. I rejected it simply out of fear that I 
would not be able to do much with the source material. I also did not know who he/she was, but they 
seemingly were not very good at making YTPs (like myself). Many of their stutter loops are too long 
and are completely unnecessary. However, just like SirScorpion’s collab, this collaboration project was 
also canceled (which is why it is unsurprising I was chose for the task; few people wanted to do it. 

December 2020, I was just obsessed with working on YouTube Poop. I had to try to limit 
myself to 1 YTP per week which was rather difficult. 

The absence of in person school meant I could work on my YTPs all the time, which of course 
included during Class Time. I commonly sat down planning/making my next YTPs during class time. 
I usually slacked off unless I was in Sefiora Avifia’s class, because she would do whatever she could to 
interact with her students. With that said though, I did once fall asleep in her class. 

Around the time of fall of 2020, I was starting to gain a renewed interest in firearms. By early 
December, I was still kinda misinformed about firearms honestly. This led to me asking for guns for 
reasons that I had no clue of what I was talking about. For example, I asked for either a Mosin Nagant, 
Glock 40, or Savage Mark II. I wanted the first 2 guns for hunting (despite how idiotic it would be to 
hunt with a 10mm semi automatic), and the third for plinking. I heard of the third gun through a mass 
shooting where it was used by the gunman to slay his own mother (Sandy Hook). This does not mean I 
wanted it because of that, just that it was how I heard of the gun. 

In the end, I got none of these guns (which probably was for the best because all of them 


except the last option were kinda stupid anyway); but on December 18, my dad surprised me with a .22 
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caliber rifle. The firearm was an old Stevens 120, a gun that first saw use during the Great Depression 
era as a weapon for boy scouts in the 1930s. It was produced for quite a long time, I found sources that 
suggested it was produced as late as up to the 1970s. 

Unsurprisingly, the gun was very rusty and we did not even have ammunition for the weapon 
until February next year. It was only then did I realize just how small a round of .22Ir is. [knew it was 
miniscule, but it still did surprise me nonetheless. 

Christmas 2020 was rather poor for the simple fact that our water pump went junk and had to 
be replaced that same month. It was very costly and as you could imagine, that impacted the items we 
were able to get for Christmas of that year. I do not recall getting anything significant back in 
December 2020, but I remember those giant 3 Ib hershey candy bars we all got. Absolutely loved that 
thing, I do not even know how long it took me to eat but it took several days. 

Another thing we got was 2 of these poor Airsoft rifles. They were battery powered and 
hopper-fed, it probably cost $15 for just one. Me and Daniel tried getting into Airsoft with these but it 
did not really work out because they sucked. 

News year eve was an interesting experience. The year of 2020 was extensively memed to death 
on the internet, and getting to the year 2021 was joked to be when the Covid-19 virus would just 
spontaneously be eradicated and that all the bad things will simply just end. 

Obviously, this was just a meme and very far from reality. Arguably, things may have even 
gotten worse by the next year. 

On January 3, I joined Twitter, off to a bad start already. One of the first things I noticed was 
the overwhelming amount of right-wing politics on it. Twitter is a notorious left-wing political 
hotspot, which is why everything felt so off. I was not exactly against it though. My main reason for 
joining Twitter was for the sake of staying updated on what the president (Trump) was saying. 

From what I was able to gather, in the next 3 days, Trump supporters were due to launch a 
protest at the U.S. Capitol Building in Washington D.C. I knew it was not gonna change anything. 

Trump made claims of election fraud and watching him be such a little baby about it made me 
start to slowly dislike him. I understand why he would not be glad about that, but he really did start a 
huge fuss for nothing? 

January 6 rolled around, and it was protest time. This was the day of the ever so brutal riot at 
and in the U.S. Capital. 

I remember watching the capital riot live and I recall that when a curfew was put in order, I 
seriously believed that those people were gonna get fired upon by the government. I also believed that a 


leftist could have possibly opened fire on the crowd of Trump supporters, but that obviously never 
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happened. The reason for these suspicions was when I heard reports of gunfire down in Washington 
D.C. at the site of the protest. I also watched footage of one of the supporters getting shot by an officer 
as she attempted to climb into the building through a window. 

I remember thinking "Why is everything so violent?" and I remember seeing Donald Trump's 
tweets where he condemned the violence. 

Even as a Trumpist, I had no support for the riot and I believed Trump may have been at fault, 
but I also did not want to believe that. 

I had so much confusion inside of me from that incident, I did not know what I wanted to 
believe and what was true. All I did know was that an unjustified riot took place, and Donald Trump 
may have been at least partially at fault. 

I genuinely felt a little depressed about the riots because they were unfair and made my politics 
that I had embraced for the past half-year look silly. Slowly my politics began to shift and it happened 
swiftly, but not in January. 

I continued my MountainJew6150 channel about half-way through January after having 
nearly forgotten about it. Something felt different though, making YTPs just was not as fun as it used 
to be. Sometimes I regret having taken that break, but sometimes I do not. I really wanted to push my 
channel on and on but it seemed as if that would not be possible. 

My upload schedule for my channel would continue to get slower and slower by the week as my 
motivation continued to decline. 

On January 21, I created a Google Sites website about my character, Pat Turner. I inserted all 
the lore into this google site, which I tried to stylize as a wiki. It was kept alive for quite a while, even 
while I was not playing that much Sims 4 anymore. This original wiki was retired on August 10, 2022 
after all of its content was moved over to my personal Wikidot wiki. 

On January 27, I created a Microsoft account titled “KillDaJews45”. This was my username 
until June 17. 

February of 2021 was slow to say the least. Nothing happened and Valentine’s day fell on a 
Sunday, which meant I had no chance at following my traditional “give every girl I find even mildly 
attractive some candy” thing I did every February 14 since 2019. Sure it happened only twice but it was 
still my original thing. 

March of 2021 was a bit more interesting on the other hand. On March 2, I created a Discord 
account and a Snapchat account. I created them in response to acknowledging that my friends all had 
these platforms the day prior. 

I admit that I did not use either of my accounts that much. My Discord account was nothing 


special and never would become anything special. I never used it for anything. My Snapchat account on 
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the other hand, well, to give you an idea of how little I used it, I did not even know it was uninstalled 
on my phone until my friend Ricky told me to open my chats close to a month after he sent me a chat. 
My Snapchat would continue to be utterly useless until December of that year. 

I would interact more with my friends on Snapchat around the time of March which ended up 
proving to be the best thing I could have done honestly. Prior to this, I had almost none of my friends 
on anything online. I only ever communicated to them in real life. Things changed that March and it 
was ultimately for the better. 

March was also the time I tried to get my first girlfriend, however this failed miserably. I later 
figured this was for the best anyway, as I only did this out of desperation and I soon found out that she 
was something of what you would call a “whore”. She would publicly talk about having sex with men 
on her Snapchat story. It was nothing short of ridiculous. 

March was also a time of political tension for me (again). I hated the irony in so-called “liberals” 
wanting to restrict more things during this time. Primarily, I am talking about the censorship of Dr. 
Seuss’ books for alleged “racism”. I always found these claims ridiculous because Seuss quite literally 
changed his books up a little because even he perceived it as a little over the age. So basically, even if he 
was racist, he was not racist by the time he had died in 1991. The second thing was because of a small 
string of mass shootings in Georgia, Colorado, and Indiana (although this one was actually in April), 
that the feds tried making an attempt at limiting weapons that could be owned by civilians. I noticed 
that the Biden administration had made attempts at restricting gun rights during this time which 
annoyed me a bit. However, I loved laughing at the irony in Meena Harris mocking the shooter in the 
Colorado attack that left 10 dead, for being an “angry white man” and blamed said demographic for 
being the main perpetrator of mass violence. It was funny because the shooter was actually a Serbian 
guy of Arab-descent and with the knowledge of this guy being an Arab, she deleted the tweet because 
you have to admit, that is embarrassing. 

April 2, I uploaded an edited version of Sarin Gas Attack’s Sandy Hook animation. My version 
basically added gunshot noises, deleted the pauses + original audio, and added the song “Pumped up 
Kicks” over it. The video was actually taken down just 1 day after it was uploaded for being “too 
violent” or whatever stupid reason YouTube came up with. 

April 3 was when I stumbled upon the Findagrave memorial for Adam Sounborai (a 
15-year-old YTPer who died of suicide back in 2019). This prompted me to create an account on 
Findagrave. In a stroke of bad luck, only 4 days later, my great-grandmother passed. away in hospital. 
RIP Virginia Sylvia Moore (May 27, 1946 - April 7, 2021). 
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I attended her funeral on April 12, which was the first funeral I had attended in 2 years. I 
remember it quite well because I hung out a fair bit in the area. The funeral was in Elsie and I 
remember this kid with a ripstik. He let me try riding it and that went as poorly as you would imagine 
considering I have never rode one before. I fell right onto the pavement. Was still a cool experience 
though. 

Later that month on April 26, I created an account on the rather lesser-known site named 
“Debate.org”. The premise behind the site is that you have the ability to debate with people on any 
given subject. Topics ranged from religion to politics to media. I would spend time trolling people on 
Debate.org, a challenge I took up more frequently in the first half of 2022. 

Sometime in mid-April (I believe it was shortly before the Josh fight), I was exposed to 
Right-Libertarian politics on iFunny. Following the events of January of that year, these politics were 
exactly what I was looking for. It would be rather difficult to label myself a “Libertarian” in April, but 
that is when the transition from Conservative to Libertarian began to slowly take place. 

To me, Libertarianism began to look like a solid way to preserve our rights without corrupt 
politicians taking them away. It was like a compromise between Conservatives and Liberals on the 
more divided issues such as gun rights, abortions, same-sex marriage, etc. It seemed ideal to me then 
and still does now. 

I was initially a fan of democracy back then, but now I am a bigger fan of an oligarchy of 
intellectuals who decide foreign affairs and are incapable of proposing legislation that gives them more 
power, or reduces the rights of individual citizens. 

May was not anything special, but it was around this time I started to get the idea of writing a 
new journal for documenting my day to day life. 

I was initially afraid of doing it because it seemed “girly” but I later grew to realize it was not 
much like that. The day I was due to do it was May 30 (my 15th birthday) but I ended up just not 
doing it for the reason that I was afraid it was a girly thing and someone may discover it and see me as 
“weak”. 

May 26 was a rough day for me. I remember my mother getting really mad when she got home 
and over exaggerating the fact that I had failed enough classes to have me sent to Summer School. She 
basically made it out as if I had no chance of graduating with my class, which could not have been 
much further than the truth. The reality was simple, I just had to go to summer school. It was nowhere 
near as rough as my mother made it out to be. 

The following day (May 27), my older brother, Bradley graduated from High School. His 
graduation ceremony was actually pretty shitty because the weather that day was horribly bad. My 


brother’s graduation was something I looked forward to because there were few things I liked better 
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than the thought of having him move out. I assumed he would move out after having graduated at the 
age of 19, but this assumption could not be more wrong. 

He initially wanted to go to university, but his GPA was less than a 3.0 which meant he would 
most likely not be able to. He practically died on the inside when he saw his unimpressive GPA. He lost 
all career motivation, but not in a depressive way. He kinda looked at it as more of a “Welp, I guess I am 
not gonna go to university now.” He also actively refused to get a job until December 2021 when he 
worked his first shift as a part-time employee at Breckenridge Community Schools. He is rarely called 
in, so rarely that I would hardly even consider what he has is “a job”. 

His laziness annoys me greatly because it is not gonna get you anywhere in life. No driver’s 
license, no full-time job, and he plays video games all day. It is too soon to call him a failure however, 
the lad is only 20 years old after all and I am aware that he has the desire to join the military after 
turning 21. I will give him a chance but so far, he is not pointed in the direction of success. He’s not 
even interested in romance or having children anymore. While more of an asshole then, he actually 
seemed to be pointed in the right direction back in mid-2020. However, after his break-up with his 
girlfriend, Kaylee, he has never been the same since. That break-up quite literally ruined him, which is 
stupid. I was upset then, but when Ava cheated on me, I did not start actively trying to avoid 
relationships and stop focusing on things that mattered. Sure, people cope differently which is 
understandable, but his way of coping is simply just not the smartest way of doing it. That girl could 
have changed him for the better but she did not 

I still remember those days when they broke up (sometime around July and August 2020), we 
would all record Bradley crying. It was cruel, I admit. We were relentlessly rude, we even played his 
crying on our bluetooth surround-sound speakers to annoy him. He did not deserve that really, but it 
was funny at the time and to be fair, Brad was always a dick to everybody. 

June rolled around and it was well past my deadline to start my life journal, but I just gave up 
on holding back and thought “fuck it!” and began writing my journal into a Google Site I created on 
June 7. The original name of the Google Site was “Mein Leben”, which is German for “My life”. I then 
just translated the title to English instead. This google site was most commonly referred to as a 
“journal” until early 2022 when I began calling it a “wiki”. I really wanted a wiki so badly, but had no 
clue how to privately make one at the time. I would later drop the title of wiki on it when my Wikidot 
version of my journal started to become more prevalent to me. 

On June 9, the school year went out for summer break. I was not really looking forward to 


much of anything because I knew I had to go back to school as soon as June 15 for summer school. 
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I uploaded my last YIP on June 15. It was a Michael Rosen YTP. It was received poorly, and 
by that I mean I ended up getting 2 dislikes within a few days with no likes. I was not looking forward 
to creating another YTP honestly but at the time I uploaded that, I had no clue it would be my last 
YTP. 

On June 17, I joined a Minecraft Bedrock server hosted by a twitch streamer named 
“Zanedrake”. I only played for about 30 minutes before I ended up disconnecting. I would never 
return to this world, but this resulted in my ‘KillDaJews45’ account having its username changed to 
“KittenSparklez” something like that. I changed it to “IsraelHater3” early the following morning. 

On the 26th of June, I ended up going to my brother’s open house for his graduation. I liked it 
because the open house was a fun little experience, but my favorite aspect was when I got home, my 
new Chromebook my parents had ordered me finally came in. I immediately thought about creating 
some YTPs on it, but I never found anything good in terms of editing software and I then just gave up 
entirely on it. It sucked but honestly, I feel much more free knowing I do not have subscribers to tend 
to. It was not even fulfilling anymore. I did not declare my channel officially dead until August 3 of 
that year. 

A couple days after this open house event and having got my chromebook, I began searching 
for a video game that emulated a text-based version of real life in a way. Not like Bitlife, that is too 
generic and has been replicated a lot. I was thinking more of a game where you are given the ability to 
elect real players to be government officials and stuff like that. Basically kinda like Bitlife, but only with 
real people to entertain you. More of how you would imagine Sims Freeplay would be if it was a 
text-based game. 

I found a game kinda like that named “Torn”. While it got many different things down right, it 
still was not perfect. I just accepted it after a bit. It is a text-based MMORPG crime simulator. 

I enjoyed the game a fair bit, but my interest for this game would not truly kick in until 
October of that year. 

My account was named “April_20_1999”, an obvious reference to the Columbine High School 
Massacre. I do not remember why I chose the name to be related to Columbine to be honest, and it 
really bit me in the ass a little over a year after the account’s creation. 

In July I began getting a little into Terraria, which has never before occurred to me during my 
life. I played it on my Chromebook which was very amusing because I did not know that you could use 
a Chromebook keyboard to play Terraria. 

Furthermore, the most interesting thing that had occurred during July that year was when my 


family took a trip down to Apache Junction, Arizona. 
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We left early July 17. It took us until the 19th before we got to Arizona. Our most notable stop 
along the way was our stop in Branson, Missouri. We spent several hours in Branson at the Hollywood 
Wax Museum there. 

We initially suspected that the woman who let us rent her home was a con artist due to her odd 
treatment of previous customers who rented her home. Her home was also full of a bunch of antique 
objects which meant that if we broke anything, we could have been facing a hefty fine. 

During our stay in Arizona on July 20, my mom’s phone was knocked into the pool which 
caused her phone to break and we believed we were gonna have to go home due to that, but thankfully 
we did not. We kept repeatedly going to a ghost town named “Goldfield” during our stay and this 
continued until July 26, when we finally left. We left for South Dakota to see Mount Rushmore. 

The Arizona stay was interesting because I knew that one of my Summer School teachers 
actually lived in nearby Phoenix, and we also experienced a lot of monsoons during our stay. I also 
watched Mortal Kombat (2021) on July 22 and I thought it was just horrible. It sucks knowing that 
this franchise you love so much decided to make their first Mortal Kombat movie since the failure of 
their second film, Mortal Kombat: Annihilation (1997), and failed miserably when they had such a 
great franchise to make a good film from. 

We made it back home early on July 29. The trip was overall a great experience. We slept in 
Sullivan, MO (July 17-18), El Reno, OK (July 18-19), Apache Junction, AZ (July 19-26), Buena Vista, 
CO (July 27), and Rapid City, SD (July 27-28). We passed through the states of Illinois and Indiana 
twice. We passed a single time through the states of Texas, New Mexico, Wyoming, Minnesota, and 
Wisconsin. 

On August 3, I officially declared my YouTube channel MountainJew6150 dead. I did not 
post on it throughout the month of July, being the only time I ever missed a month to upload at least 
once. 

August 4 was the day of a field trip to Kokomos that our school paid for the summer school 
students. None of my friends except Niklas decided to go. It was fun, but it was also when I found out 
Nik was gay. I tried not to think twice about it but that was rather difficult at the time. 

My summer school ended on August 12. I completed one class during my time there, that class 
being English 9. Summer school was actually a good experience for me. It was fun being able to still 
physically interact with my friends despite school technically being out. It was also much less strict 
than school normally was too so it was a nice environment to just chill with my friends. 

I was introduced to D&D in August 2021. I played my first game on August 20 where my 


older brother was the dungeon master. It was much less confusing than I thought it would be, but 
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admittedly, the game is kinda boring. I understand that D&D is supposed to be a fun game because 
you get to use your imagination for the entirety of the game, but with that said, my imagination is not 
good enough to have any fun while roleplaying a silly little adventure game. It feels extremely childish. 

School started on August 30 that year. 

My first hour of my sophomore year, Choir class was far from perfect. As an introverted 
person, singing was not really my thing. However, my biggest obstacle in that class was not my 
introversion, but the students. The class was majority female and most of whom were woke. 

December 10, 2021 is a day I will never forget. I will never forget the poorly aged cheerfulness 
of when I first was about to enter my first romantic relationship. My friend Ricky walked up to me 
during our 6th hour English 10 class and asked me if I had a girlfriend. I did not, in fact, I have 
NEVER had a girlfriend up to this point. 

There was a long running joke that I was “hoeless” back in High School. Ricky asking me if I 
had a girlfriend seemed really improbable because he already knew that I have never been in a 
relationship before. 

I was okay with the jokes, I even participated in making them but in reality, it was something I 
always felt was missing from my life and having a stable loving relationship was only something I could 
dream about. 

Following me giving him the obvious information that I was single, he told me about some 
“girl on Snapchat”. The girl he was referring to was none other than the whore known as “Ava 
Kendelynn Williamson”. 

I actually almost did not get into that relationship because Ricky showed me some old pictures 
of her, including one where she seemed to support a big belly. 

I find obesity unattractive, but I decided to give her a chance (which I regret now obviously). I 
later found out that these pictures were old and ever since those pictures were taken, Williamson had 
lost tons of weight. At the time of our relationship, she weighed about 160 lbs. 

December was a bit depressing from time to time, as I was so nervous when I chatted with 
Williamson. I always felt that I had a lack of social skills when it came to talking to women. I would 
sometimes chat with her as few as 4 times a day. It felt as if an opportunity was slipping through my 
fingers. I felt that I may never get a girlfriend, especially at this rate. 

On December 11, I started doing a 30-day abs workout from something online. I was doing 
this because I wanted to look more physically appealing and it actually kinda worked. 

We got out of school on December 17. I actually feared our break from school because I was 


always waiting for my friend Ricky to snap some pictures of me during school hours to send to 
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Williamson because I was far too insecure about my appearance. My self-esteem in early 10th grade was 
so bad that I could not even look into a mirror without feeling shitty. 

I actually had a bit of a fear that Williamson may have been older than I am. I knew her 
birthday was December 26, but I did not know the year. On December 20, she posted about her sister’s 
birthday. At the time though, I assumed that her sister was actually her friend. In my head I thought 
that “If her friend just turned 17, that means that Williamson will more than likely be turning 17 on 
her birthday in 6 days”. This was wrong, and it was not until we played Minecraft together when I 
realized that she was actually born in 2005 and not 2004 (her username was “Mayhem005”; 005 was an 
obvious reference to her birth year). It was a bit of a relief, but I actually still felt a little insecure about 
her because she was older than me. I do not know why I felt so strongly against dating someone older 
than me by just 5 months, but I did back then. 

The relationship continued to progress very slowly, but it all changed on December 22. Late 
that night, I decided to send a picture of my body after a shower to Williamson. I felt like Ricardo 
Lopez as he was about to pull the trigger when I was about to press send. I just thought “Fuck it!” and 
hit send. I got a snap response which made me quite happy because she thought I looked good. 

From that day forward, she and I began having much more to say in each conversation. We 
would talk a lot more. 

The night of December 23 was when me and her played some Minecraft together, we played 
well into the next day. Early on Christmas Eve, we both said that we loved each other for the first ever 
time. 

That Christmas Eve was remarkable. I invited Williamson to play some Minecraft with me 
before I had to go to a Christmas Party hosted by my great aunt. I also invited Williamson to join the 
video game “Torn”. She did and by December 30, she actually proclaimed it to be one of her “favorite 
apps”. 

I would learn that she had Tourettes syndrome before I had to go home. It did not bother me 
too much to be honest. I would also later learn she had hypothyroidism sometime in early 2022, which 
was a much more serious illness and is the reason she took numerous naps throughout the day. 

There was something I did notice between December 26 and December 30 though. On her 
16th birthday, she posted about these “stickers” she was putting on her dresser. Something that really 
confused me was the overwhelming amount of LGBTQ Pride stickers. 

I wondered what that could have meant. I was much more anti-gay back in 2021, so for her to 
have a favorable opinion towards the group was a little undesirable. I shrugged it off and thought 


“Well, at least she’s not gay”. That thought did not age very well as I would soon learn. 
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One of my biggest insecurities in my relationship was my height. I had a fear that Williamson 
would not like knowing that I was only 5’7. I was so insecure about it that in January 2022, I made the 
decision to lie about my height because so many people liked to tell me that it looked as if I was 5’9, so I 
told her that I was 5' 9. My actual height could not have been much further from the truth, and it only 
crystalized to me in March 2022 that my actual height was not what I thought it was. 

The reason for these insecurities was because I was misinformed about how women thought of 
men through iFunny. Many of the people there are misogynistic incels, so it is no surprise that I was 
misinformed on women because I had learned from iFunny. I was never actually misogynistic for the 
simple reason that I knew there existed plenty of good women out there and to categorize all women as 
“whores” simply was not right to me. 

One of the common myths about women was how the users exaggerated how women feel 
about shorter men. Now, I am very aware that most women do in fact like taller men (because they 
appear to be more masculine/protective than shorter men), but it was never as bad as iFunny made it 
out to be. 

I opened up a little more into the subject of height to Ava sometime between December and 
January when I first found out that she was only 5’0. It was a very big relief to me when I found out she 
was so short, because I assumed that she would not care about me being below average height. I was 
right about that, she in fact did not care. 

January 3 rolled around. It was the first day back to school from our holiday break. Nothing 
was too irregular at first, but shit really hit the fan during my 5th hour World History. When I first saw 
all those pride stickers, I thought she was just being supportive for a gay friend because yet again, 
iFunny somehow convinced me to believe that most women were pro-gay leftist types who take pride 
in knowing their best friend is a lesbian or something like that. 

Anyway, Ava sent a video on her story claiming that there was “only one straight person at this 
table” during her lunch period. Ignoring the statistical improbability of that actually being true 
(There’s about 99.6% of that being false; yes, I actually calculated that what came out of her mouth was 
so unlikely that it probably was some kind of virtue signaling attempt), I asked her if she was that one 
person. She told me that she was not, and that she was pansexual (a made-up sexuality). 

To demonstrate my hatred for fake sexualities, As I once said in a blog from June 26, 2022: “I 
do not know how to make this more clear, but it annoys the shit out of me when people talk about 
sexualities other than hetero, homo, bi, or ace. Those are the 4 sexualities, and all the others are fake 
sexualities that only attention whores are willing to use as a sexual identity.” I also said this: “Also, 


bisexuality does not mean “attraction to 2 genders” or "Attraction to 2 sexes". It actually is the state of 
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being both, heterosexual and homosexual (so basically, the "bi" part means 2 attractions, not 2 
genders/sexes).” 

With these beliefs I had, I came to the conclusion that Williamson was only doing this for 
attention. While that may or may not be true, it is true that Williamson liked to use her sexuality as a 
strong identity factor. Her sexual identity was a big part of her personality. While of course your 
sexuality is going to be an important part of you, but I never understood the point in being the “Loud 
and proud, I am gay” kind of homosexuality. Gay pride is kind of like BLM protests. It is people 
parading in the streets over a historic problem that used to exist but does not anymore (or at least not 
in the same capacity), while annoying the silent majority and thus creating a reason for people to 
become homomisic/racist. 

Williamson’s opinion on gay pride was depressing to me because I knew what this meant. If I 
was ever to go to her house, I would have to look around and look at her gay pride stickers, her flags, 
and many other things she had that signified her gay pride. 

Gay pride is literally the reason so many gays avoid associating with the LGBT. It just creates 
more division. is not the point of gay pride to make it normal? How is not shutting up about being 
gay, normal? Heteronormativity has so much space to exist only because gays let homosexual identity 
become separate from normality (or in other words, because straight people have the ability to be silent 
about their sexuality, thus meaning gays are different because being gay has become a discussion point 
for them). 

It sounds really stupid now, but I felt deeply depressed about knowing Williamson was a 
self-proclaimed pansexual. Her influence rubbed off on me a bit in March which led me to studying 
sexology, the study of human sexuality. I even designed pride flags to impress her. Trust me, I was not 
doing mentally well when I was with her. I was really starting to lose myself. 

I spent a lot of time playing Among Us in January 2022 and talking to people there as my way 
of coping with Williamson being who she was. It took me a bit, but eventually, I would say I got over it 
sufficiently enough to not care all too much. I was starting to think that my hatred for gays was not as 
strong as my love. I was thinking, maybe love beats hate? It sounded poetic at the time, but when 
Williamson engaged in a behavior which is a bi/pansexual stereotype, my hatred grew, especially for bi 
people. She’s the reason why I refuse to date bisexual women. It is just a minefield of fatherless women 
who cheat on their boyfriends. 

Anyway, back to what I was talking about. 

I was gonna meet Williamson at a Christmas Eve party, but I only decided that I would go the 


day of the party. I asked my parents if I could go, but they said their car was having issues at the 
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moment. Our car had been having issues since we got back home from our Arizona trip in July, yet 
they still used the car here and there. It was a bit annoying, but I did not really want to pay any 
attention to it. Anyway, I was not sure if I could go anyway so I was not too disappointed. 

One thing that really stuck out to me was that Williamson randomly sent me a video of her 
fondling her breasts in the mirror prior to the New Years party starting. Up to this point, me and her 
have never seen each other in person, yet after only being in a relationship for technically just a week, I 
already knew what her breasts looked like. 

A lot of the stuff she did was whore-like. She sent me snaps of herself in just panties and a bra 
before we were even technically together. 

On New Year's day, Williamson sent me a picture of her in the shower, which showed her pussy 
lips. it is disgusting that she'd do that only after knowing me for so long. Another thing she said to me 
on January 1, was that she told me the story of how she was allegedly “raped” by her ex, Seth Hunter. 

I did not know what to say about her story. At first I felt sympathetic, but in May I actually 
started to speculate that the “rape” was nothing more than a fabricated story. I never told her that I 
thought she was just making it up, but it seemed most likely that she would make it up because she told 
me that she’d never say “no” to me. It seemed as if she would never say “no” to her boyfriends and 
when we broke up, Williamson made up a story about me too in what seemed to be a virtue signaling 
attempt. 

January was shrouded in tragedy because of 2 different reasons. One of them being that on 
January 21, my great-grandfather passed away. 

I did not really feel anything when he died, because I knew how much his wife’s death hurt him 
back in April the previous year. I immediately knew that he was in a better place and that it was best we 
just let him go. RIP, Richard “Red” Allen Moore (June 5, 1936 - January 21, 2022). 

The other tragic event that occurred in January that year occurred on January 29. I was 
supposed to have my first date with Williamson, but when my parents were about halfway there to her 
trailer down in Fenton, she told me that her mom changed her mind and will not allow me over at her 
house. I tried getting her to change her mom’s mind but her mom was too stubborn. When we got 
there, I had to tell my parents that we had to turn around and go back home. It was so embarrassing 
and wasted 3 hours of my life. It was so stressful. This is only just one of several things Williamson did 
that was emotionally manipulative. I now believe that the story with her mom changing her mind is 
bullshit and Williamson just wanted to emotionally abuse me for her entertainment. 

Things kept getting worse in February. Everytime we would make plans to see each other, she 


would always change her mind just so she could stay over at her friend’s house. 
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I think platonic relationships are important, but they’re not so important that you never want 
to see your boyfriend in person just so you can spend more time with your friend. I do not understand 
how I did not even realize something was up, Williamson even “forgot” about our plans for Valentine’s 
day and fell asleep on video call with her “friend”. 

Sometimes I wish I was not so naive during that relationship, because it probably would have 
been best had I left it as soon as possible. Me and her were never meant to be, I am surprised I thought 
it was gonna work out in the first place honestly. Hope she burns in hell. 

Anyway, the topic of gay rights was constantly on my mind during this time period of when I 
was with her, especially in March. 

Something strange happened to me on March 8. Ava sent me a TikTok of an old woman 
making a drawing that represented a relationship between a heterosexual man and a pansexual woman. 
Something happened to me, it is difficult to describe. Basically, I did not feel frustrated with it which 
was the typical response of me seeing anything pride related. 

I began getting into sexology in this time frame and studying sexuality to get a better 
understanding of what made people gay. I tried to be devoid of confirmation bias in my search, and I 
did in fact find out that the cause of what made people gay was a little deeper than I thought. 

I always suspected that the LGBTQ indoctrinated people into becoming gay up to this point. 
While I do believe that the LGBTQ is good at making pubescents believe they are gay without them 
actually being such, I do not believe they actually cause legitimate homosexual feelings. 

Homosexuality is primarily caused by genetics and these genetics spread through bisexual men 
primarily. Also, the reason homosexuals were not so prevalent back then as they are now, is because of 
the openness growing. 

The other causes are social factors (so yes, technically people can be brainwashed into being 
gay) and childhood trauma (like a boy getting raped by an older man). 

This is all what my findings suggested without the slightest amount of bias and somehow this 
subject was able to stay relevant to me for several months. 

March 11 was a significant day for me. On that day, my friend Kason Maddux gave me the 
Snapchat of my old best friend, Jeremiah Bradshaw. I felt so glad to meet him, but it was not as exciting 
as I would have hoped. I actually felt kinda bad because looking at Jeremiah, there seemed to be a 
problem with his mind. He seemed unintelligent, sometimes even straight up illiterate. 

I know I may come off as an asshole for this, but hanging around people who do not seem to 
understand what comes off as rather simple things for me, kinda frustrates me a little. It is hard to stick 


around these kinds of people. Most people probably do not want to admit it, but we all have a 
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preference for people of our intellect level. Jeremiah did NOT seem to fit that description and thus, it 
was hard to get back into getting to know him. 

I still tried to befriend him again but it did not work so well because talking to him was like 
talking to a brick wall. 

So no. Me and him were unable to revive our friendship that ended 4 years prior. 

In Mid-March, I began searching around the web for new interests and subgroups to join. I 
ended up joining one that was for “Polcompballs” on Fandom. My polcomp ball at the time, according 
to the political compass, was the “Distributist Libertarian’ ball. I tried making vector art of these 
‘polcompballs’ but after a short while, I really could not get into which was partially the fault of the 
subreddit being a little too PC with what is and is not allowed. 

Another reason was because my computer simply could not even handle it anymore. On the 
night of March 20, my computer froze and was unable to be turned off. The next day, I decided to 
drain the battery to kill it, thus turning it off by force. This worked, but then I could not turn it back 
on. It was a hunk of shit and needed to be replaced. 

it is a good thing my sister did not use hers because I replaced it the same day I declared it 
broken. Her chromebook practically became mine. 

On March 22, It was brought to my attention that a 10th grade student made a shooting threat 
towards Lake Fenton High School, the school my ex went to. The media never reported his name, but 
Williamson told me that his name was “Ahmad” and that he was a quiet kid in her math class. 

I never feared for her life because it was obvious that it was just a bad joke. I still believe he 
deserves to go to jail for it of course, his joke was wrong and unfunny. Posing with real weapons and 
saying “do not go to school tomorrow” on Snapchat is fucked up. 

However, I am very regretful that he did not kill my ex. Whore would have deserved it. 

The 25th of March was the last day of school until spring break. I did not go anywhere that 
Spring break, it was just a huge waste of time for me. The only event worth noting was that me and my 
ex were able to openly talk about each other’s issues on March 31. The event was significant enough to 
be dubbed “The Rejuvenation”. 

Despite this level of openness between me and that serpent I call ‘an ex’, this was not the last of 
our heated debates. On April 6, I was made aware that she really wanted some tattoos, a LOT of 
tattoos and many of them were the kind of tattoos that an employer would look at and say “Well this 
would not make a good employee”. Most of whom were immature and something you would regret by 
the time you are in your mid 20s. The only ones I thought were alright, were the tattoos of her pets she 
wanted to get on her back. 


I was able to make her change her mind in the end. 
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I am actually kinda glad that she’ll probably get these tattoos now. She’s literally set up to be a 
failure in life. I am honestly glad. She’ll have dumb immature tattoos, be a druggie, and a whore on top 
of it all. I still do not know how I ever liked her in the first place. She was purely disgusting and most 
certainly not the kind of person you would want to have your kids with. The red flags in that 
relationship were apparent as soon as our relationship began. The fact I believed it could work out at all 
is just depressing to think about because it is a belief based on pure stupidity. 

Anyway, I developed a deeper appreciation for SMS from mid April to early May. This 
happened when my ex’s snapchat account was banned for unknown reasons. We resorted to texting via 
SMS which initially was painful, I grew used to it and developed an appreciation for it. I liked it over 
Instagram DMs because Instagram does not prioritize its notifications over the notifications of other 
apps. it is difficult to talk to somebody through Instagram DMs unless you two are actively engaged. 
SMS also worked on my chromebook which made it infinitely better because I did not have to keep a 
close eye on my phone. 

On April 19, me and Ricky hatched this idea of where we would film random videos of 
Brayden Galehouse and then post them to Pornhub. We thought it would be hilarious due to the 
randomness of this. However, these plans were foiled when we found out that we simply could not do 
it without some kind of verification. I was gonna post them elsewhere, perhaps YouTube or Instagram, 
but it simply did not come to be, especially when you consider the events of the next few days. 

On April 20, this guy named ‘Ryan Tinson’ started being a huge asshole to me and my friends. 
He was essentially a bully. He would keep throwing a football at us while we would sit aside in our first 
hour class, which was gym. 

I did not always mind people being assholes because they usually deter when you ignore them 
and he never verbally harassed us, so it was easy to pretend we were stupid and did not know he was 
trying to throw the ball at us. However, the 20th was different. This problem was not very persistent, 
just an annoyance that began earlier than a month and was practiced in such a small capacity, that we 
honestly did not even know he was doing this to be a bully at first because this happened only on 
occasion. 

On the 20th, me and Ricky reached the painful conclusion, Ryan Tinson was trying to bully 
us and we needed to stop him to save our reputation. 

Ricky and I both had vocal outbursts at Ryan. Ricky told him “Kill yourself!” and similarily, I 


said “Kill yourself faggot!” Even the gay kid was on my side when I said that. Things began to slowly 
build up throughout that day, but I devised a solution to stop him without having to harm anybody. 


The following morning, I told him before school started to simply stop. 
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We do not live in a perfect world, and it could not have been more obvious when Ryan 
continued to do it. I had enough of his shenanigans. I walked up to that spoiled rich cunt, and shoved 
him before finally negotiating with him in an obviously frustrated tone. I seeked a motive for his 
horrible deeds and it was there that I was able to figure out. He and the other guys viewed us as targets 
because we did not participate in class 100% of the time. To be honest, I could understand to a degree 
of why he would target us for that. I agreed that I would participate more in gym class if he and his 
goons would back the fuck off. He agreed and it was from there that it was all over. 

People were still talking about a possible fight between me and Ryan. A lot of people were 
aware of what happened and thought that a fight may be inevitable. I did not believe it was all over on 
April 21 myself. I believed Ryan pulled that excuse out of his ass to somehow ‘justify’ being a bully. 
However, on April 22, it was made clear to me that it was all over and it was a Friday I would never 
forget. 

Ever since that day, I became known as more of the “defender” of our group. The muscle 
essentially. If we have a problem, I am there to deal with it. This does not mean the people in my friend 
group are pussies who rely on me, this just means that I am the primary line of defense. My history as a 
wrestler was another reason as to why my friends thought it was best that I am their defender. It is a 
title I hold proudly because in my eyes, I look like Iam finally contributing something to the world. 

I created a personal wiki for myself on April 24 on a site I used to use called “Wikidot”. It was 
and still is basically a huge collection of journal writings and biographies of the central figures of my 
life. I used the ‘monobook’ template for the site due to its resemblance to wikipedia. I would not begin 
experimenting with new themes until July 2022, but in August of 2022 was when my wiki really 
kicked off. It was then when I created my own personal theme for the site which much more closely 
resembles wikipedia than the monobook theme. 

My inspiration for this site comes from the CWCki, a wikipedia-like site that documents the 
entire life of the notorious lolcow that is Christine/Christian (birth name Christopher, Spanish name 
Ricardo) Weston Chandler. This was also my first major exposure to Chris Chan. I found the site on 
Easter that year but I would not get more deeply invested into Chris Chan until July. 

The following day, I began thinking creatively again. I drew inspiration from a small YouTuber 
named “Nivaxseck”. I found him through a song on YouTube by Rucka Rucka Ali titled “Russia is 
gay”. I began working on an artstyle similar to Nivakseck’s while also being slightly original, and the 
day after that, I had my first drawing in this art style completed. It was a drawing of Dylan Klebold. 
Two more days later, I drew Adam Lanza. I practically stopped drawing after I drew Seung Hui-cho on 


May 5. My next drawing would not come for a whole month. 
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When May arrived, I was unprepared. The leap from April 30 to May 1 feels bigger than it 
actually is. 

This month was rather boring if I do say so myself, but on May 4, I broke my streak that I held 
since December 7 the previous year. My streak of writing every single day of my life into my journal 
ended on that day which was a bit disappointing, but quite easy to accept because it was completely 
unremarkable. 

Mothers’ day sucked for me because on that day, I got really sick. It was a difficult degree of 
sickness that I simply could not handle. It had been ages since I last got sick. Ultimately though, I 
survived and that is all that matters. 

On May 14, my best friend Ricky had his final Twitch stream because his mother was not 
gonna be able to live at her house anymore. Her house was evicted by the next day, which is more tragic 
when you realize that May 15 was his mom’s 42nd birthday. I imagine it was one of the worst birthdays 
of her life. 

One of the most notable events from the stream was when Ricky sent me out on a ‘hit’ to 
another player’s stream. I joined the stream he wanted me to and replied with the only thing I could 
think of that might get me kicked almost immediately, I glorified a recent hate crime where a man 
fatally shot 10 blacks in a store over in New York. I meant it ironically of course. 

Another interesting thing that transpired was that I hacked into Brayden Galehouse’s account 
during the stream and kept changing his profile bio to imply he was a non-binary homosexual. It was 
hilarious to see him keep changing it back before he eventually changed his password and I could not 
log back into it. 

This day was tragic not just for it being Ricky’s final Twitch stream, but also because my 
Chromebook reset all of its progress on this date. It sucked losing all my stuff from March to May, but 
it was not too difficult to get over because none of it was useful information. The cause of this was 
because the computer had very low space and the computer automatically cleared up a bunch of files to 
save storage. Kinda ridiculous and not much of my fault either because my sister’s account used the 
most storage on the chromebook. 

The next 10 days flew by without anything worth noting exactly, but on May 24, things rapidly 
began to change. 

Me and my ex reached a compromise on the issue of Transgenderism. We decided that we 
would never discuss it again, and this open communication of what hurt us most led me to understand 


the importance of staying open about your thoughts in a relationship. 
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Another notable event from that day is probably what it’ll be known for to Americans for the 
next couple decades. May 24, 2022 is a date that will be synonymous with tragedy as that is the day that 
the Robb Elementary School shooting transpired and really showed us how absolutely desensitized us 
people are to violence. 

One interesting thing I noticed while reading reports of the massacre was a report on the 
shooting that was supposedly from the day prior. So basically, they wrote about the shooting before it 
even happened. While that is a theory that would prove that it was a false flag operation, it is much 
more likely that the template for the writing was started the day prior. I still do not understand why 
they would use a template from May 23 to write a news article about an event hours after it transpires 
on May 24. it is really strange to be honest. 

As a Columbiner, the event was particularly interesting. It was the first mass shooting in the 
2020s to have more than 10 fatalities and it was also one of the deadliest school shootings since 
Columbine. I used to call Columbine, Virginia Tech, Sandy Hook, and Parkland, “The big four” when 
it came to school shootings. The massacre in Uvalde joined the ranks of among the deadliest. 

It is actually kinda sad to see that the reports of the attack almost totally ceased by July. Back in 
the 1990s, 19 young boys and girls getting slaughtered in a pointless slaughter would not escape the 
news until at least the next couple years. 

Columbine was not even really that deadly yet it is still something you hear about constantly. 

I seriously do not understand the “infamy” motive at this point. Nobody becomes infamous 
from committing mass murder anymore. It happens far too often for people to care. it is not 1999 
anymore, an edgy teenage white girl is not going to idolize you if you commit a mass killing. Nobody 
cares but the law enforcement that will rightly prosecute your dumbass. 

On May 28, I started building my school in Minecraft on a 1:1 scale. The project was 
something I worked daily on until mid-June for obvious reasons. 

May 30 rolled around and it was my 16th birthday. Not even gonna lie, I already felt 16 by the 
time my birthday rolled around. Unlike every previous year, I did not feel as if my birthday meant 
nothing. I did not turn 16 and then almost forgot I was 16 the next day as I usually would when I got 
older. I turned 16 and thought “Finally!” 

15 feels far too young to do anything but 16 is an age I would strive for. I felt more free. It was a 
liberating feeling to be able to tell others that I am 16 and actually mean it. 15 years of age did not suit 
who I felt I was but 16 did. 

I did not get any major gifts for my 16th birthday. All I got was a 10 dollar gift card that did not 
even work along with some heavily overpriced .22 caliber ammunition. I guess that is something yet it 


did not feel like a lot. But to be honest though, that is exactly what I wanted. 
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I did not want anything. I felt that by becoming 16, I am getting too far too old to rely on some 
gifts that my parents would get me. I felt that I was probably gonna get my first job in summer 2022, 
but this did not come to be due to the overwhelming amount of stress that was brought upon me by 
that whore I call an ex. 

I honestly do not know if I would have had my first job by the summer because in all fairness, I 
did not have any career wishes lined out for me. I did not even think too much about it following my 
birthday. I also did not have a reason to get a job. My only reason I could think of was that it would 
have seemed mature of me to do so at the age of 16. Having your first job by 16 seemed like something 
a responsible person would do. 

There were a few obstacles though. One, I did not know how to get a job and having my 
parents help me through it would have felt weird. Two, my rather poor work ethic. Three, I did not 
have a car. And four, I did not have a driver’s license. 

Not having a driver’s license at a younger age definitely impacted my ability to hold a job. It 
kinda annoys me because I am aware that my brother Bradley started learning how to drive in summer 
2017. He was 15 years old at the time. He literally was not even old enough to begin driving yet he was 
receiving so much assistance with driving. My parents wanted him to drive so badly, but it just did not 
work out because on his 16th birthday (March 2, 2018), he received a car as a gift. He thought it was so 
ugly as did everybody else, but he was actually mad about receiving that car. Getting that car made 
Brad feel as if a driver’s license was not worth pursuing anymore. Despite my parents’ attempts, he 
would not take the second semester of Driver’s training and as of writing this (September 2022), he still 
has not even thought about taking his 2nd semester. 

The reason why I think this delayed my parents in getting me to driving school was because of 
how much they wanted their eldest son to succeed in life. I honestly feel bad for them because they 
currently have a 20 year old son who cannot drive, has almost no work experience, and plays video 
games all day. If I had a driver’s license before Brad, that would just make it appear as if they’re pushing 
him aside. However, my parents had a grip of this concept of their oldest son being a manchild by the 
time I turned 16. 

On June 11, 2022, I was enrolled into “Yates Driving School” in Alma. My course is due to 
begin on October 2, 2022 (subject to change SOON, update in October 2022). 

On June 13, my dad let me text my skills operating a vehicle without actually driving anywhere. 
I was pretty excited about what was gonna come of this. 

I was a big fan of the site “Debate.org”. I liked trolling users using the handle “Niqqerman”. I 
was born to troll people on that site because they’re all so profoundly stupid. My trolling peaked 
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around April and May but something happened on June 5 that changed it all. Debate.org shut down 
from public eyes. 

There exists archives saved to my personal wiki of my debates on the site, but that list of trolls 
will never extend. I posted 70 different times on that site, not all of them were trolls, in fact, a good 
number of them were serious debates. Trolling was more of a part time thing and it only became much 
more trolling than debating sometime before it shut down. 

I was not necessarily upset that it shut down, but I was not happy about it AT ALL. 

Anyway, school ended on June 10, and it was this year that our principal ‘Mrs. Philmore’ was 
retiring. I did not know what to think about her leaving at first, but I knew exactly what to think after I 
saw what the new administration was doing when we returned back to school in August. 

While school was technically out, I had summer school again this year. I had to finish that 
Freshman class of Algebra I that I had failed twice. I also needed to pass my English 10 class that I had 
also failed my Sophomore year. Summer school was due to begin on June 14 and I was actually looking 
forward to it. I was seeking motivation from my ex because she too had to do a little bit of homework 
in summer school. I figured we were gonna be there to help each other and this summer would not be 
spoiled with summer school like the last one was. As so I thought. 

One of the most shocking and emotional experiences of my life transpired on June 14, 2022. 

I was sitting in my first summer school class of the year. We were having it at the town library in 
Breckenridge instead of the school. With that in mind, the day was already confusing enough. 

Our break began shortly before 10. I thought to myself, “well, since I really want my school 
project in Minecraft finished, I might as well work on it”. Call it whatever you want, either it be good 
luck or bad luck, I noticed that I had one ‘friend’ playing Minecraft at the moment. I decided to check 
out the world, it was literally named “AK and Ava’s world:)”, and I have not spoken to Ava all day so I 
was wondering what she was doing playing Minecraft with some guy named “AK”. 

I honestly wished I could see what Ava’s face looked like when she saw the message 
“IsraelHater3 (my username) has joined the world”. She probably got really scared and shocked at the 
same time, and her response verified that. She immediately told me that she could not chat with me on 
Snap at the moment, left the world, and then messaged me through SMS. 

I decided to stay and talk to the other guy in the world. I asked who he was, and to my surprise, 
I got the message “Ava’s bf”. My jaw opened wide like a cartoon. At the exact same time, I received 
“Hi” from Ava on SMS. That sent me chills. It was like being told that this acquaintance you knew was 
planning to kill you and I got kicked from the world by the guy who claimed to be “Ava’s bf”. I soon 
learned his real name was “Aidan Hunt”, a bisexual non-binary 16 year old male who went to Ava’s 


school. 
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I thought it was not possible. I thought it could not be done. I thought Ava was one of the 
good ones but ultimately, that was a crucial mistake I made. 

I immediately argued with Ava about it, and then through a series of lies and deception, I was 
tricked into attempting to maintain contact with her for 9 whole days after that. 

At noon, when we were leaving summer school for the vans (which were in the place of buses), 
I received a message supposedly from Ava’s mother that basically said “Do not contact Ava ever again”. 
I did not listen and I tried reasoning with her mother. I actually nearly broke down in tears in front of 
my friend. My voice sounded like I was on the edge of crying and I tried my hardest to hide I was hurt 
but it got difficult. I did not cry in that van, but sadly, I cannot say the same about when I got home. It 
was the roughest night of my life. 

I developed a theory the next morning that Ava actually sent the message that claimed to be 
from her mother in an attempt to break up with me without explaining what happened. The 
authenticity could not be verified until later that day. I was desperately trying to contact her. 
Throughout our relationship, we never made a single phone call to each other and I actually did try to 
call her. 

I did not receive another message from Ava until around the start of summer school on June 
15. I was still crushed, I even noticed that Ava’s snap score continued to climb. I was ghosted for a short 
while, but when she did start messaging me again, I felt a huge sense of relief. She and I talked for a 
little while about how we can keep contact with each other until things calmed down. Apparently, her 
mom was now checking her phone constantly to make sure she was not messaging me. I was convinced 
that Ava’s story of how Aidan only claimed to be Ava’s boyfriend (which I find kinda funny that he 
called himself a “boyfriend” despite identifying as non-binary; it shows you how much he actually 
believed he was transgender) just so his friends would leave him alone. 

It did not add up, in fact, it never added up. The more I thought about it, the less it made 
sense. I only lied to not only Ava, but also myself about how I believed it. It was just utter nonsense but 
I wanted to be blue-pilled on the particular subject because my dumbass thought a woke-bisexual girl 
was the love of my life. I could not have ever been so wrong. 

I ended up trying to message Ava about the inaccuracies of her story, but when I did that, little 
did I know it would become the last time I would ever message her 

I had my best friend who introduced me to her try talking with her on June 16, but he ended 
up getting ghosted too, until June 20 that is. She sent a paragraph to Ricky essentially saying that me 


and her cannot be together due to her mom. Since I was too busy believing lies from her, I did not take 
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this as a “we cannot talk anymore” message but more of as a “We'll talk more when things get better” 
kind of message. 

I continued messaging her but on June 23, Ava blocked me on the last app that I had her on, 
TikTok. I got Ricky to screen record her followers list and I then decided to message people on there 
that I recognized. I asked one, her friend ‘Lily’ about it and she told me that Ava said I was “stalking” 
her and she wanted nothing to do with me. She sounded really pissed at me, so I imagine Ava also gave 
her an ear full of bullshit that was not true about me. 

It is honestly insane that these people brushed me off as “delusional” for telling them the truth 
about Ava. I lost a huge chunk of faith in the world because of this incident. I also lost a huge piece of 
me. 

I created a blog on Wikidot on June 26 to vent my frustrations at the world. My anger at 
society was slowly beginning to peak around this time. However, this blog was boring to me and I 
knew that it would get reported due to how edgy I behaved in it. I made the decision on June 30 to 
close it down. It had only lived for 3 days. 

In the days following this I was cripplingly depressed and at times, very angry. Up to this point, 
I have rarely ever gotten angry, but on June 27, I got so angry that I wrote up a death threat to Ava ina 
video game called ‘Torn’ that I introduced her to back on the day we first got together. The threat 
encompassed my emotions and rather dark thoughts I had. It shows how angry a person can get at 
another person. I basically said I was gonna execute her with a shotgun and even gave her address to 
validate my threat and cause even more fear. 

I admit that it was very stupid. I do not know why I believed I was not gonna get into deeper 
trouble with that message as I did. I do not regret causing fear to Ava, but I do regret having suffered 
consequences for threatening a whore like herself. Call it a “lack of empathy” if you want, but I 
definitely did not deserve what happened to me as a result of that threat I made while I was obviously 
distressed. She deserved it, not just the threat, but also what I claimed I would have carried out in the 
threat. She’s a free woman out there to break the hearts of more men and even women. It is so sad 
when you put that into perspective. She faced literally no consequences as a result of what happened. 

While I do like to say I did not think at all when I wrote that threat, that is actually only 
partially true. I actually specified a shotgun in the threat because I knew my family had no shotgun. 
The police knew I had no shotgun because our family did not own one but Ava did not know that. I 
assumed the police could not give me any real charges because it was obvious the threat was not real. 


The only person it would not be obvious to would be Ava. 
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The first of my many repercussions for that threat began on June 30 when an Administrator 
on Torn banned my account. My account name was “April_20_1999” and this account name amplified 
the seriousness of what had been done. 

On July 2, I got an unwelcome visit from the police who questioned me about my so-called 
“crime”. I gave them the proper context but I actually could not answer when they asked me about my 
username. I felt that if I answered, the state would get even more suspicious of me. The reason my 
username was that is because I was and still am a Columbiner (as of October 2022). 

I believed this would be the end of it all. I suspected that the police were done with 
investigating me but I could not have been more wrong. 

I spent much of late June trying to take a little bit of time off from relationships, but I could 
not. I honestly could not. I assumed I could find myself a new girlfriend in a few days but this was not 
right. It frustrated me because I was aware that Ava still had a relationship and was not suffering these 
same problems. The fact it seemed as if Ava got over me in less than 2 days annoyed the shit out of me. 
That was one of the main contributors to me making those death threats that I made. 

I spent a lot of time meeting new people around this time, especially on Yubo, an app Ava told 
me about and that I joined just 2 days after I caught her cheating. 

The only thing I can praise Ava for is introducing me to Yubo (it is understandable why this is 
significant later) and making me more self-aware that I am not “too hideous to be in a relationship” like 
I have always believed. 

Basically, our relationship hurt me a lot, but it made me more aware and confident. So while 
yes, I do regret having ever been in a so-called “relationship” with her, I do not regret the stuff I 
achieved from the relationship in the end. 

If I had never got with Ava, I likely would have never met any of my future exes (as of 
November 2022). 

Anyway, July was a rough time for me. Just prior on June 30, I met a girl named “Skylar Reed 
Springer” on Yubo. We had difficulties communicating because she simply would not talk much to me. 
Seriously, it was so bad that I began searching for other women by Independence Day because it 
seemed as if what was between me and Sky was not meant to be, however that same day, she began 
talking more to me. 

I still remember the night before Independence day, lying on my side on the ground and 
thinking “my life is just depressing”. I felt like Ava used me until I was not of any use anymore. She was 
so arrogant. I genuinely felt like shit throughout our relationship and I somehow fooled myself into 


thinking “it is all my fault” or that there were not any serious problems. 
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I tried making it clear to myself that it was not my fault but it did not work all of the time and 
thus, I kept feeling like trash. 

I would look into a mirror in July and just see myself. I looked so visibly aged, so visibly stressed 
due to my acne. Before this moment, I had never had acne. It was difficult to endure. I felt like shit and 
I looked like shit. I would think to myself, maybe I am shit. 

I did not know what to believe anymore. 

The story of Skylar was a short one. Like me, she was cheated on by her previous partner. Her 
old relationship lasted 3 years and was long distance. I thought that was perfect, Skylar liked me too so I 
assumed it could have been realistic for us to get together. 

Skylar had expectations that were different from my ex. She claimed we had to call at least one 
time before we could call it official. We were never able to call and it was contrary to what one would 
think, it was actually her fault. 

We talked far too infrequently and it was all because of her. 

One thing that annoyed me so much was that she would not block her exes on Facebook. She 
kept in contact with them both. One of them being the cheater and another being a literal paranoid 
schizophrenic. 

I kept telling her that she needed to block her exes but she would claim she did not know how. 
I would soon learn that she did know how, she was just a dumbass who wanted to stay in the lives of 
her exes. She claimed to have been “over” her ex but she never was as it would seem. 

On July 12, we did not hit the expectation of us calling before we declared it official between 
us. I do not really know how to describe it to be honest because unlike nearly all chats I have had up to 
this point, I did not record this one. 

For 5 short days, from the 12-17, Skylar and I were technically “together”. It ended 
unexpectedly after she joined my COC clan. Oh yeah, and guess what? That same night she joined the 
clan as a new player who has not played previously before, she joined a different clan. She joined a clan 
run by a really good player with the name “McLean”. I knew who this was because that was the name 
of her most recent ex McLean Hagle. 

Yep, she left me for her ex overnight. 

Remember how she claimed to not know how to block people? Well on July 18, while waiting 
for a response from her about her leaving and joining her ex’s clan, I tried spamming her with annoying 
messages which then resulted in me getting a notification on Instagram from her ex saying “Leave her 
alone”. I tried talking to him, but like Aidan Hunt, he blocked me before I could prove myself. 

I was then blocked by Skylar on every single app we had each other on. It all happened so 


quickly too, literally all in the course of a few minutes. From Facebook to Snapchat to Instagram to 
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TikTok to Xbox and even on Call of Duty mobile. Everything except COC and I knew she would 
eventually block me, so I blocked her first. 

The break-up following a relationship that lasted less than a week and involved minimal 
activity did not do any harm to me, which is expected because honestly, I never felt as if I truly fell in 
love with Skylar. Despite me “not caring” about losing this random 17-year old 4'11 white girl out of 
Battle Creek, I still felt the need to headbutt the wall repeatedly and choke myself with an electrical 
cable out of frustration. 

Having been so unfamiliar with heartbreaks, I had a strange feeling that it would be impossible 
for me to fall in love again. Typical stuff you feel after your first heartbreak but it was amplified 
following a “relationship” that just came and went. 

I continued my love quest almost immediately following this. It pained me greatly, a pain I have 
known for too long. Romantic rejection. 

I used to be the butt of the joke whenever it came to people joking who their friend should 
date. I was seen as so unattractive back then and I started to feel the same way at this point. 

In early July, I ended up becoming more and more exposed to Chris Chan. On July 7, I began 
watching the Comprehensive History of Chris Chan series. I watched the first part several months 
before this, but this is when I watched the second part and then began watching a part of the 
documentary on a frequent basis. Christory would soon become a new interest of mine. 

I met several new people online in mid July in the same way I lost a few of my short-lived 
friendships throughout that month. I knew a 15-year old Danish girl named Ella from June 20 until 
July 3 and another girl, a 16-year old Californian named Jasmine Maravilla from June 28 until July 29. 
My new friends included the likes of Riley & Rianne Wyn (not really “friends”, but acquaintances) and 
Weed Jesus (I call her that because her birthday falls on April 20; her real name is Sawyer Ann 
Blanchard-Willis). 

My friendship with Weed Jesus definitely had much more depth than my friendship with the 
Wyn sisters. It was also the most confusing one because she is a “He/she/they” type trannie and we 
even debated transgenderism once. My disliking for transgenderism surprisingly has not really got in 
the way of our friendship as I assumed it would. She even once thought it was funny how I mocked the 
guy Ava cheated on me for by saying he should “join the 41%”. 

July 28 was the last day of my summer school and I recall looking back at how far I have come. 
To think it was nearly August and this summer I had lost so much. I was thinking that I may never 
succeed in my love quest. I did not even know If I wanted to succeed at this point. I would rather see 


my enemies fail than to see myself succeed. 
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Despite my hopelessness, the very next day I ended up meeting Abbie O’Brien on Yubo. She 
was cute, I will admit that and I did. I could not tell if she liked me back because she did not say that 
she did; This meant I continued searching Yubo for a possible partner and I wish I did not, because I 
scrolled over the profile of my ex, Ava fucking Williamson. 

I had a relapse about what happened and tried messaging her through Torn on my brother’s 
profile, but she ignored me. I was not trying to get back with her, I was just trying to end hostile 
feelings between the two of us because I was tired of thinking me and her were in an active war. 

By the next day, my relapse was over and it ended so suddenly because my dad walked up to me 
and said that we’re gonna have to go to court and I could be facing 90 days in a Juvenile Facility. 

This news was totally brand new and as you would expect out of my mother, she was furious at 
me and understandably so. She now looked at me as some kind of criminal and while that annoyed me, 
I could not do much about it. I of course also had to sit there and listen to her suicide threats and death 
threats because of that one time I made a death threat. It is hypocritical to say the least but I excused it 
because I am not some out-of-the-city whore like my ex who would report something like that. 

All I knew up to this point was that I was facing a single count of so-called “cyber bullying”, a 
crime that is taken more seriously in the state of Michigan than most states. My trial was set to take 
place on August 12 in Ithaca. Well, that is what I thought at first. 

I eventually learned it was not much of a trial and it was due to take place via Zoom. I did not 
have to face a judge. If I did though, my judge would have been Kristin Bakker. Instead I would face a 
probate officer named “Julie Frick”. 

As the days grew closer to the day of the event, things seemed to be cooling down and thanks 
to Abbie, I was able to get my mind off of it. She really seemed like one of the greatest girls. I would 
soon learn she had a similar opinion as me when it came to religion, and morals. That was something I 
was incapable of finding in my previous relationship. 

One of these ways I got my mind off of it was having my first phone call in ages. I had this call 
with Abbie on Snapchat back on August 1. I decided to record it so I could remember the phone call. I 
was directly inspired by how the CWCki has all of Chris Chan’s phone calls to the trolls recorded. 
While I cannot say I idolized Chris Chan at all, I can say that the way he was with all the extensive 
documentation on his life that has spanned for more than 40 years up to that point was definitely 
something I wanted. 

I was not ever able to record Abbie’s side of the phone call, only mine. So while you can only 
hear me talking, you can still get an idea of what we’re talking about. I stopped recording our phone 


calls shortly after our first date in early September. 
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Abbie and I had phone calls often. We called all the time until after our first date, where calls 
between us became more and more rare. Me and her missing these phone calls a little too much in 
October is what led to our eventual breakup. 

Abbie was an athletic and intelligent person. She plays Football at Carson City-Crystal High 
School and urged me throughout August to join the Football team. On August 29, I got back into 
school. The very next day, I sent Isaac Gregory an email asking if I could possibly join the Football 
team. Apparently, there had been games prior to this. I did not know Football games began prior to the 
first day of school. This meant I was joining late and it was possible I could get rejected from the team. 
I was to my surprise and for better or worse, I was due to begin on September 6. 

Abbie and I had our first date together on September 3. This date was my first real date ever 
and also resulted in me having my first kiss ever. One of the main highlights of our date was her 
step-dad, Steve. He was a prick who claimed Abbie was “Babifying” me. During the date, Abbie 
braided my hair as a bit of a joke and we even put blackface on; not like the kind of blackface you 
would expect but the kind where it gets tight on your skin and you gotta peel it off. She actually tricked 
me into wearing it, and when I found out she was applying blackface to me, I laughed my ass off. It was 
hilarious to me and totally unintentional too. Apparently, she was not even aware that blackface was 
controversial. This all is what Steve was referring to in his ridiculous claims. I got easily annoyed with it 
as you would expect but I decided against talking back against him because it could mean that I could 
have been forbidden from seeing Abbie due to such behavior. 

While I cannot say that everything in the relationship went perfectly to how I have wanted it 
to, it still was much more satisfying because me and Abbie were much more alike and compatible than 
my past relationship. For example, me and Abbie had similar living conditions. She lives out in the 
country-side as I do. We have both lived in country-side our entire lives. We were also so much closer 
than Ava was, and even more so when she’s at her mother’s house in St. Louis (MI). Another thing I 
would like to pick at is Abbie’s similar personal beliefs, such as those relating to drugs/smoking and 
similar societal beliefs (with the notable exception being on the subject of political correctness, she was 
a bit sensitive and that played a big role in causing our breakup). 

Abbie actually has served as an inspiration for me in the context of attempting to learn a 
second language. The language I chose was Spanish, the most widely spoken native language in the 
world. My reason being that it is widely spoken and I have already had a little bit of experience with 
Spanish as I have already taken a middle school Spanish class (in 8th grade, when the class was created 
in the place of the former German class we had), and 2 high school Spanish classes up to that point. 
With that said, I still knew very little of the language. 
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She influenced me because she is a polyglot. I was not made aware she was a polyglot who 
natively spoke the languages of Irish and German (simultaneous bilingualism); as well as fluently 
speaking the languages of English and Spanish until the day after our first date. I had no clue she was a 
dual national of America and Ireland until after our first date too. Fortunately for me, I never fit in the 
“Americans cannot do geography” stereotype. Up to that point, I was able to name almost all countries 
on a map, every state and every Canadian Province. I really liked geography and that was something I 
enjoyed about Abbie, the fact she was not generic like my backstory (my entire family in the last couple 
centuries descending from exclusively Michiganders; with few exceptions). 

The ability to communicate using 4 different languages is found in only about 1.4% of the 
world population. To think that someone can fit in this small margin at just 16 is impressive. She was 
learning Italian from a penpal of hers at the time of our break-up. 

Admittedly, I thought this ability was very impressive and from most perspectives, that is very 
impressive. Thus, I figured that it was my time to shine and attempt to learn Spanish after having given 
up on it back in March. I decided that I needed to utilize Duolingo a little bit more this time around. 
As of October 2022, I am still currently learning the language. I plan to learn more. I am currently 
thinking about Portuguese as a 3rd but I should not think so far ahead as I still need to learn Spanish. 

September of 2022 is notable for the fact that this was when my run in High school Football 
had begun. My first practice was on the 6th and I did not know what to expect honestly. I did not 
know if I would be bad or if I would be good. I had no experience in football and I figured that might 
be too obvious to the team and I might perhaps get cut because of my lack of experience. I truly was 
not sure if I would be good but I considered it more than likely I would have been a failure because up 
to this point, I have never thought about playing Football. 

Back in 2018, my brother played Football for the same exact team as a Sophomore. Like me, he 
joined because people close to him played Football. 2018 was a great year for the Huskies Varsity team 
because on November 23 of that year, our school played in the finals at Ford Field after a lengthy 
undefeated streak. 

My brother was a lineman, #75. The season he played was historic for the town of Breckenridge 
that year. Never before has this happened. Breckenridge has always been one of the worst teams, but 
the one year my brother played, the team did well. Breckenridge never reached the height it did in 2018 
again. 

I mention him now because me joining Football was like stepping into his shadow. I would 
receive nicknames such as “Bob” and “P Diddy” among others by the coaches and players. However, I 
hate it. I never like being compared to my older brother because he was always a dick and it seemingly 


glorifies his legacy but hides his dark secrets. 
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Getting compared to someone who does not deserve the reputation they have frustrates me. 
My older brother has always been a lazy asshole and for people to compare me to him is an insult. 

I was expecting to be referred to by my older brother’s identity in Football. It was only natural 
because our backgrounds (no surprise here), being brothers are very similar. Former wrestlers turned 
Football players, that is something we have in common. I was correct in these assumptions. 

I initially believed I was gonna play for Varsity considering that I was in 11th grade and people 
in 11th grade tend to play for varsity. I would soon find out that this was not the case. 

I did not get my football pads until September 12, which is required for all new athletes. “Thou 
shalt not receive gear until the Sth practice” I guess the rule is. 

I guess I was a little lazy during practices. I did not try at taking any new positions, but with a 
little push from Conrad Slater, a senior and also the tallest guy on the football team, I was able to get 
more taps during practice. Thanks to him, this would eventually validate me to play in the games. 

I believed I was gonna play on the Varsity team at first, but on September 14, it was made 
obvious from our coach that it would have been best if I played on the JV team. He wanted me to 
participate in the JV pre-game practice. I still did not really get it, but when the head JV coach told me 
to put two and two together (The head coach placed me with the JVs into their pre-game practice), it 
made it obvious I was gonna be on their team. 

I did not participate in their next two games, September 15 against Gaylord or September 22 
against Merrill. I stood aside and watched them from the sidelines. It was not the worst feeling in the 
world because I was not confident I could play well. But when September 28 rolled around, I surprised 
myself. 

On September 28, we were playing against the Fighting Irish, a private school. Their field is 
located in Mount Pleasant, and it was a turf field (so it hurt more). I was surprised when our couch 
told us during half-time that I would have a chance to play. 

For the entirety of the fourth quarter, I got to play. First, I played as a defensive end and then as 
a linebacker. During my very first play I actually tackled the quarterback during a running play. 
Ultimately, I tackled the quarterback a total of 3 times. My team was proud of me, so much so that not 
only during the game did they applaud me, but also directly afterwards. I will never forget everybody 
around me drumming on my helmet and breastplate and calling me “The man”. I almost took all the 
attention from Maddux McCaw, who was returning to the field for his first game in months. It truly 
was a great night and I could not possibly deny the opportunity to tell Abbie all about it. 

Two days later was homecoming at my school. I already made the decision to not go to the 


dance with Abbie for the simple reason that I did not want to. For the event, I boarded a truck along 
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with my JV buddies. Some people were taken off the JV team and promoted to Varsity, so not 
everybody was on the truck. We paraded around town and came back to the school where the game 
was to be hosted. I did not attend the game and just hung out in the CAD room the whole time with 
Thomas Cochran. There, we just talked about life. Everything that had crossed our minds was 
exchanged verbally. 

The next morning, me and Abbie hung out at her mom’s place. I was much more touchy than 
I was the first time. I was much more affectionate overall. Abbie did not seem as interested with me as 
she once was. I quite vividly remember pulling up and walking up to her porch where she sat, and she 
was just on her phone and did not even look up until a little after I started speaking. We then watched a 
show about a closeted gay guy named “Victor”, as well as watching a film all while in the spooning 
cuddling position. We then cuddled more, before I decided to teach her how to play Chess. We then 
continued cuddling until my mom arrived around noon and I then went home. This would be the last 
time I would ever interact with Abbie in person. 

The following night, my driver’s training began and it was the strangest experience. I was not 
very comfortable with Zoom. It just never fit me. I was and still am far too introverted for it. With that 
said, it was done entirely via Zoom between 7 and 9 on Sundays, Mondays, and Tuesdays. 

This thing actually served as an annoyance for me because on multiple occasions, I was unable 
to call Abbie due to my zoom meetings. It basically took the opportunity from us to restore our 
relationship. I only partially credit it with my break up though. 

October was for the most part, rather bland between October 2 and October 13. 

October 13 was actually 2 different things for me. It was my football game with Coleman 
which we won big time, but it was regrettable of how I played. I did make tackles, but none by myself. I 
got to play for the first 3 quarters and it really did not go well. I simply played far too poorly. I could 
not believe it. After the game, I wanted to forget. It was not the only game though, Abbie had one too 
and better yet, that brings me to the second thing that October 13 was. It was Abbie’s 17th birthday. 
Ironically, I credit her birthday with being something that also led to our relationship failing when it 
did. 

On October 14, she and I became Super BFFs on Snapchat. This means we talked more to each 
other than anybody else on both of our respective Snapchats for 2 continuous months. 

I was planning to have a date with Abbie at an ice rink in Mount Pleasant on October 15. 
Abbie learned last minute that she was having a birthday party from her mother on that day, so I tried 
to reschedule for October 16, but her mom did not approve. Her best friend’s grandmother died on 
October 15 and she hung out with Abbie on October 16. Abbie then broke it to me that her mother 
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simply did not approve of me. That hurt me so much, and then Abbie started saying she was “sorry for 
what’s about to happen”. We had a phone call that night and Abbie sounded very depressed. 

The very next day, Abbie suggested to me that we should just be friends. 

I was heartbroken, and did not want to let go. I would continue to refer to her as “love” and 
“babe” until October 20 when she told me that she did not want to speak to me ever again due to this. 
I was able to stop and we resumed talking from there. 

So it was, we had just broken up. I was really upset about it and when I told her I wished we 
just fixed up our relationship and issues and continued forwards with our relationship, she got angry 
and said I was too “Arrogant to take her feelings into consideration”. I put a lot of thought into that 
but I hate being called arrogant so I backed off because it was obvious I was hurting her and all chances 
of possibly getting back together with her. I wanted her back so bad and she told me it was a possibility 
we could in the future but at the moment she did not want to. She said I was a big distraction for her 
and that her grades were slipping because of me. She was always a straight ‘A’ student and while her 
grades did not drop below an ‘A’, they dropped by a few percentage points and she was upset about 
that. I did not understand why a few percentage points was a big deal or why she even brought up. It 
was like she was searching for a reason to get away from me and I did not know what part of that was 
worse. A few percentage points on a piece of paper were more important to her than me, or that I was 
just broken up with by a girl like Abbie. 

To my surprise, On October 27 she randomly called me while I was napping due to stress that I 
was enduring that day. I will get to what was stressing me in a bit but we talked for about 10 minutes 
and we actually seemed rather happy with each other. 

She called me again on October 29, and together, we played Among Us for about 2 hours while 
on call. I thought she was falling in love with me again, and I was happy at first, but eventually, it sunk 
fast that she did not. 

On the first of November, she purposely threw in the unnecessary statement that her Gym 
teacher was “hot”. This frustrated me and I then tried to stop myself from interacting with her, 
preparing myself for not ever speaking to her again. 

it is good I did, because we had a brief argument on November 2 and this resulted in her 
unfriending me. This left me super depressed and angry at the same time. Do note though, she did not 
block me, she unfriended me. Later that night, I found that she had blocked my number too. This 
essentially ruined any opportunity we had at actually being able to fall back in love with each other. 

To backtrack a little, remember when I said that I was stressed out on October 27? Well simply 


put, my sister got taken away by CPS for rumors that my brother Daniel has been molesting her. 
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I first heard these rumors on October 25, but CPS only took action then and for the next little 
while, the CPS situation would ensue. 

The next day, students were walking up to me and asking me if the rumors were true. I knew 
Daniel was a bit weird and liked annoying my sister, but my head simply could not imagine him raping 
her for years. 

I did what any reasonable person would, I told them that I do not fear he did anything. The 
reality was a little bit different however. To consider rape statistics proving that false rape allegations are 
rare, there really was not anything to prove he did not do anything. I prefer human emotion to not get 
ahead of me. Basically, I doubted the story but acknowledged that it is entirely possible. Afterall, would 
a sister ever accuse her own brother of raping her if there was absolutely no truth behind it? It is a lot to 
digest (as of November 2022). 

October 27 became one of the more eventful days quite easily. Afterschool, I felt absolutely 
demolished when I learned that a SWAT team arrived at my parents’ house and asked them about who 
my eldest sibling was. They told my family that our sister needs to live with a family member for the 
time being. That family member came to be my mother's aunt, Jennifer Surdock. They alleged that 
abuse had occurred in the household. 

I left my class, after wittingly trolling my mathematics teacher into telling me that he loved me. 
It was funny and we both laughed it off. I stepped one foot out the door and there my mother was 
along with my brother Daniel and brother Shawn. We both left while my mother had a face of stone. I 
did not recognize it at first but when we got to the car, my mother's tears began pouring and she began 
making a phone call. She believed that she was the problem and that she was somehow the reason my 
sister was taken out of the household. I knew almost immediately why this was happening and sat 
quietly listening to her reasonable expressions of confusion and sorrow. 

I told them when we got home that the cause was that allegations surrounding Daniel were the 
actual cause of the CPS taking our sister out of the household. 

It was tragic and I was expecting a SWAT raid for a little while, and I took a nap while in this 
horrifically depressed state. I woke up to a surprise, my ex, Abigail was calling me on Snapchat. I 
answered rather quickly and she sounded rather happy. We called for probably 10 minutes and that 
brightened my mood, but it did not change the fact that my sister was now gone and my brother was 
probably gonna be arrested soon. 

Speaking of Abbie, we had another phone call on the 29th where we played Among Us 
together. It would be the last phone call we would ever share. In the call, she sounded horribly 
frustrated at me. She was constantly saying things to hurt my feelings. Even then, I was still quite 


satisfied with playing with her. I still loved her but that would change rather quickly because on 
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November 2, she unfriended me on Snapchat and blocked my number too. Our last interaction came 
on November 12 when she got added back into an old group chat we used to be in. It was in the last 
interaction that she said she's never been happier with me out of her life. It hurt a bit but by this point, 
I did not really care as much as I used to. My love was gone. 

On the previous and much more important subject, my sister was interviewed by CPS on 
Halloween day. The next day, Shawn and I were interviewed by CPS too. In it, I was asked questions 
about relationships in the house. Oddly enough, Shawn and I were asked totally different questions. 
He was asked about sleeping arrangements instead of how well Daniel and Emily got along. 

On the car ride back, I was initially gonna be dropped off at school which I skipped for the 
interview but I got very sick when my dad told me that Emily alleged that not only was Daniel being 
accused of molesting her, so was Bradley. It absolutely shocked me to the core. 

On November 5, Bradley and Daniel were brought directly to the police station where they 
were both questioned about how they felt about the allegations brought before them. They both plead 
not guilty. 

Up to this point in time, not even 10 days had elapsed since it all began. Police and CPS 
worked side by side and attempted to seemingly get it done as soon as possible. They seemed to believe 
it would last much longer however. They believed it could take until May for the whole issue to be 
resolved. 

To say Mid-October to early-November was one of the worst points of my life would not be 
incorrect in the slightest. I lost a relationship, which happened to be the relationship I had my first kiss 
during. I practically lost my sister and will very likely lose all but one of my siblings in the near future 
(as of November 2022). 

There were positive things during this time period though. On November 8, I received a letter 
from the Juvenile court, signed by Kristin Bakker on the 3rd, that I was finally no longer on the 
consent calendar. 2 days after this good news, I went up to the Secretary of State office in St. Johns and 
got my details figured out for a driver's permit. I would not receive this permit until November 26. 

There is quite a lot holding me back from getting my 50 hours in (as of November 2022). 
Considering the economic crisis during this time, most infamously striking up gas prices, it was 
difficult to get the time to use some of my mom's gas for the sake of driving. She also did not allow me 
to drive her car anyway, citing safety concerns. It was an indirect way of saying that she was not 
confident in my ability to drive. Winter was also drawing close which also made my mother feel as if my 


driving would just be a huge safety hazard in general considering my lack of experience. 
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It frustrates me that I do not have the opportunity to practice my driving, which means I likely 
will have no choice but to cheat my way out of the 30 hours just to get it before my 17th birthday. This 
is ironically more dangerous than me getting my 30 hours in. (As of January 2023) 

In October 2022, I overheard my parents say that my brother, Daniel was going to wrestle this 
school year. Daniel had not wrestled since he was in Elementary school. With him doing this, I figured 
that I was gonna wrestle too and it was so. 

Wrestling had a new head coach who started this year. His name, Daniel Regiani. My initial 
thought of him was that I did not exactly like him. He claimed to have not been on a Wrestling mat 
since 1999. That is very problematic. The only cool aspect about him is that he was a big wrestling fan 
and claimed to have seen the death of Owen Hart in May 1999 in real life. His claim however is more 
than likely just big talk, because he had several inaccuracies with Wrestling trivia. In fact, he believed he 
was in Michigan when Owen Hart died even though the event was actually in Missouri. One could 
only wonder if he was telling the truth or not and with his other stories that failed to align with each 
other. I am at least 95% sure he was lying. 

Practice began in mid-November, starting a bit later than originally planned due to Mr. 
Regiani feeling ill. Originally, we were due to have practices from 5:30 to 7. However, Regiani changed 
it and instead we started practice at 5 and ended at 7 AM. 

Something I disliked about Wrestling was the amount of pressure that had been placed upon 
me by the coaches. Coach Regiani and Assistant coach Sumner seemingly both expected me to be their 
best wrestler. This was not unwarranted of course. There were very few wrestlers this year. Me, my 
brother, Weston Short, Hannah King, and Blake Sumner. My brother and Weston had not wrestled in 
numerous years while Hannah never wrestled before. Blake wrestled every year and was the son of 
Coach Sumner, but he had bad sportsmanship and admitted to not really wanting to wrestle. 

Mentally, I was in a shit place in November. Back on September 26 I met a guy on my 
Snapchat named “Maison Ritch” and on the 20th of November, Maison told me that he desired to 
play ‘Among Us’ with me. However, this did not work so we installed a game called “Fun Run 2” and 
we stuck with it for nearly a month and played on a very frequent basis. Maison easily became a staple 
in my life and quickly, my favorite online friend. 

Back on track though, I forgot how fun those wrestling tournaments used to be. My first few 
matches back on December 7 was not a tournament unfortunately but it truly was something. The 
ability to wrestle again made me feel great. Of all those matches on that Wednesday night, I lost 2 
official matches and lost an exhibition match after a near fall. It was not a great way to get off my toes 
for my first season since the 2019-2020 season. However, this did not mean I had a bad season in store. 


In fact, we had an invitational in Hemlock set for December 10. 
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I won two of my matches but also lost two during this event. It was a nostalgia trip because an 
invitational is just like a MYWAY tournament. Never knew how much I missed MYWAY until that 
very invitational. 

One thing was out of place however. Daniel was supposed to wrestle with us but he was unable 
to that weekend because he missed an alpha and he had no choice but to miss the invitational next 
week due to his intelligibility but ultimately, our whole team did not do it for varying reasons; mine 
being that my back was seemingly injured after I had got horribly sick. 

Wrestling took more interesting twists and turns as well. Half-way through December, our 
coach resigned from his position as head coach due to his arthritis. It was not even a full month into 
our practices up to this point. Nobody liked him as head coach, and he was not reliable for anything. 
The only thing good about him is that he was not an asshole. The assistant coach, Nick Sumner took 
over. Everybody on the team was a big fan of that because Nick was definitely far more experienced 
than Regiani was. 

The practice the day after Coach Regiani’s resignation was interesting to say the least. We 
brought in Derek Mayle who graduated earlier that year and also won states. Derek was the previous 
coach’s son as well. He came in which I had mixed feelings about. I remember Derek as a bit of a dick 
but also as a guy with an acceptable sense of humor. To be honest, I never really got to know him but 
we shared a class together my sophomore year and I do not recall ever having a positive thing to say 
about him then. Well, him coming in was okay because my rib was injured and I did not have to wrestle 
with him but my brother Daniel was not so fortunate and it actually caused Daniel to have a 
breakdown. Not even 24 hours later, Daniel got in a fight with a student at school, thus leaving him 
suspended for the third time in just a few months. 

Christmas time of that year was remarkable for multiple reasons. On Christmas Eve, we 
opened a Christmas gift early and that gift was the Nintendo Switch. The next day was the big day, 
Christmas day and that was when I received a blue Windows 11 laptop which I initially thought was a 
great thing but found out how buggy and insecure such a device is. Just 5 days later all my passwords 
were stolen by a hacker which led to me developing a general distrust for Google passwords because 
Google Passwords is what made it so easy for them to do. 

The next day, New Years Eve, I got to go over to my grand-aunt’s place and see my sister which 
made me glad. Unfortunately though, we were both too nervous to talk to each other. The closest to 
interacting we got was when Jennifer (my Grand-aunt who held custody of her) asked her to show me 
how to do a particular dance and she did but I could not do it. It was really tragic looking at my 


mother’s face. As a matter of fact, when my dad, sister, and myself were gonna take a picture together, 
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my mom silently refused and faced the front door away from us. As soon as we were about to leave, she 
got out that door as soon as she could. It was really sad to see and it also shows her mental psych in 
these difficult times. 

The night ended like that. With the end of that depressing night was the start-up of a new year. 
2023 was on its way. 


To be continued... 


